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^^ Beauty should be the dowry of 
every man and womany as invari- 
ably as sensation, * * * Healthy 
or fine organization^ should be 
universal^ 

Emerson 
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PREFACE 

I was but little beyond the age of 
boyhood when this book was writ- 
ten. It was my "first attempt." 
The first publisher to whom it was 
offered pronounced it hopelessly 
crude and devoid of all interest. 
.Perhaps he was right. The readet 
can decide this for himself. 

There have been a few changes 
made in the contents since the first 
edition : The critical reader will 
no doubt say that it needs many 
more. It does ; but if I were to 
revise it properly but little of the 
original story would remain. It 
was written imder the influence of 
the extravagant enthusiasm and 
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dealism of extreme youth, and 
when the reader realizes that phys- 
ical culture brought the author 
from the weakness^ emaciation and 
hopelessness of a consumptive to 

;^ ^that condition of superb health 
' n^ce^ry in a successful athlete, 

, anH'h^.l^ept him in that condition 
*How for" over fifteen years, he may 

" N^xcuse the 6Soi;;ts made in the novel 
to'call&u^e other^ to strive for sim- 
ilar re'vtr^i^ 

B^Warr MAcPADD9if . 
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Her^*^afl^wenty^S(^n years 

of a^^ii^^Bi a gOQ^gcome, a fine 

and e^(^ryn^|[ 

on^ap^^-except a wife. 

how ^^I to find a wife? I 

wish Iwiid never heard of all these 



buaHgi^ and e^^ry^ng necessary 



now a! 
IP ilieaj 



aeas about the wearing of 
cot1|rfs. Every corseted woman 
seems to be only a creature of im- 
perfections. This is the result of 
studying to much about physical 
culture. Now, what kind of a life- 
companion do I want? I don't care 
much about the color of her hair, 
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but would prefer it dark — oh, 
pshaw! what does the hair matter? 1 
want to marry a woman in every 
sense of the word — physically, men- 
tally and morally. Fm a crank, and 
I know it, but I have the right to 
be one. Who in the world would 
marry one of those wasp-waisted 
women, when he sees the ugliness, 
and also the disease, that is always, 
in time, connected with such de* 
formity? The Chinese woman 
crushes her feet until there remain 
only little stumpy, shapeless masses 
of flesh and bones to serve as a 
means of locomotion. She hobbles 
around like a man on crutches. .We 
say, 'What a fool she * must be,' 
when we hear of this unnatural 
practice. But if viewed from an un- 
prejudiced standpoint, is she any 
worse, or even as bad as the Ameri- 
can women who crush the most 
important organs of the organ- 
ism into a shapeless mass with 
bands of steel? It is not merely 
one limb, or one foot, that they 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



crush out of shape; the most vital 
parts of the body suffer severely 
from this effort to attain a false 
standard of beauty, and the whole 
body is weakened in consequence. 
Well, there is this much about it: 
if I am unable to find one who has 
not injured and deformed herself 
in this way, I'll be an old bachelor. 
Just look at Tom Fisk! It's only 
two years since he married the belle 
of his set — Si pretty, weakly, inno- 
cent girl, with her waist crushed so 
small one could almost span it. 
Now look at him, with a life of 
misery before him, and an invalid 
wife to take care of the rest of his 
days. Now, if he had married some 
healthy, vigorous and intelligent 
girl, he would have made his mark 
in the world; but with a child-wife, 
and she weakly and sickly, he will 
have his hands full in caring for her, 
with no opportunity even to think 
of his ambitions. If I want to fill 
my life with misery, I'll marry just 
such a woman." 
Thus mused Harry Moore, fi^^^^]^ 



strong, athletic, well-made fellow, 
as he threaded his way through a 
crowded business thoroughfare- 
Five years before this Harry had 
lost his health from the injurious 
effects of confining office work. 
After trying all kinds of remedies 
and consulting several noted physi- 
cians, he came to the conclusion 
that his case was incurable. Noth- 
ing seemed to benefit him. One 
day, in one of his gloomiest moods, 
when waiKing along the street, he 
felt a sudaen acute pain in his side, 
and notiang a doctor's sig^ across 
the street, he went over, rang the 
bdl, and in an instant was ushered 
into the physician's private office. 
Harry explained his trouble as best 
he could, and a drug was given 
him which gave relief in a few min- 
utes. After he *began to feel like 
talking, the physician commenced 
asking him questions. 

**What business are you in, young 
man ?" queried the doctor. 

"I'm a bookkeeper." n } 
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"Ah! I thought so. Do you ever 
take any exercise?** 

"Yes, I walk a great deal." 

"Is that aU?' 

"Yes." 

"Well, now, young man, would 
you like me to tell you exactly tne 
trouble with you? why you are thin 
and weakly, witfi dull eyes and a 
sallow complexion?" 

"I certainly would," answered 
Harry, his face brightening with in- 
terest. 

•*How long have you been work- 
ing in an office?" ^ 

"About five years." 

"Never took the least bit of ex- 
ercise, outside of the short distances 
you are compelled to walk, in all 
that time, I suppose?" 

"No; that's about right." 

"Young man, I can cure you 
easily," in earnest tones. 

"Yes; I've had several tell me the 
same thing," said Harry, his face 
slightly darkening at the remem- 
brance of the hard-earned dollars 
he had spent in doctors' bills, only 
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to see himself growing worse, in- 
stead of better. 

"I would not attempt to cure you 
with drugs," said the physician, di- 
vining his thoughts. 

"How can you do it?" 

"By natural means." 

"What is that?" 

"When I say that I'll cure you by 
natural means, I mean that I'll use 
nothing distasteful to you. I'll sim- 
ply prescribe certain exercises for 
you to take; will instruct you what 
you should eat and drink; will 
in other words, teach you how to 
live." 

"Well, do you know, doctor, I've 
often thought there was something 
in that," said Harry, as his dull 
eyes began to glisten with hope. 

"You thought just about right, 
young man — in that case. Where 
do you work?" 

"For Brown & Wilson, wholesale 
gi'ocers." 

"You come here to see me this 
evening, at about seven o'clock. I 
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wiD then have time to talk with you 
about your condition, and will tell 
you just what I can do for you, 
what it will cost you, etc.," said the 
doctor, as he rose and opened the 
door for Harry to pass out. 

"All right; I'll be here," said 
Harry, as he passed out the door 
with a brighter feeling than he had 
enjoyed for some time. 

Every hour between the time he 

left the physician's office and the 

hour of the appointment for that 

evening seemed a day to Harry. He 

had several times thought that he 

could be cured without so much 

nasty medicine, but he did not 

know how to bring it about; and 

when making inquiries of his 

friends for information, they 

laughed at his absurd ideas. This, 

of course, was discouraging, and 

caused him to renounce the idea. 

But now he had found a physician 

with exactly the same theories. He 

would teach him how to regain 

health and strength. v' 
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Jn his interview with the physi- 
cian that evening, he learned much 
that was new to him. He told Harry 
to join a gymnasium; to take light 
exercises for strengthening the up- 
per parts of his body; instructed 
him as to the foods which would be 
best to eat, and gave him books on 
hygienic subjects to read. He kept 
his patient for over an hour asking 
questions and giving instructions. 
Harry was intensely interested, and 
listened carefully to every word, 
stowing away the information for 
future use. 

"Now," said the doctor, rising, 
"it lies with you. I have shown you 
the path that leads to physical 
wealth. If you follow it, you will 
soon feel the superb vigor of health 
pulsating through your every 
nerve, your every muscle!" 

"Well, m follow instructions to 
the best of my ability; you can be 
assured of that," answered Harry, 
as he rose and started towards the 
door, a bright smile, the dawn of 
hope, ornamenting his features^oogle 



**Conie to see me every three 
or four days, that I may see if you 
are following my directions. Be 
sure and read those books carefully, 
because they will help you along in 
a great many ways. You must be- 
come thoroughly interested in hy- 
giene if you expect great improve- 
ment, a 

"Oh, I'll do anything for health," 
said Harry, as he walked out of the 
door. 

"Now, remember my instruc- 
tions: 'Plenty of exercise.' When 
stronger you can try athletics." 

"I'll remember it; I'll join a gym- 
nasium to-morrow," answered Har- 
ry. 

All manner of wild thoughts flit- 
ted through his brain that evening 
while on his way home. He felt 
that ^t last the road to health had 
been found. He was happy; more 
so than he had been for years. On 
arriving home, he eagerly opened 
one of the physician's books and 
commenced to devour its contents. 
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The statements made therein ap- 
peared to please him. Several times 
he exclaimed: "That's exactly what 
I thought all along." Once, while 
reading about the evil effects of 
breathing bad air, he came to a 
clause which stated that night air 
was quite as wholesome as any 
other, whether damp or not, and 
he jumped from his chair and said: 
"I knew it! I knew it! Tom Ward- 
ner, only yesterday, stated that 
night aif was full of malaria, and, 
in order to avoid it, the windows 
should be tightly closed all night. 
I told him he was crazy. No won- 
der he has a cold half of the time, 
and is sick the other half." 

From that day Harry Moore was 
a crank in the eyes of all rational 
beings. He followed instruction^ 
carefully; day by day he gained in 
strength and in weight. In a monfh 
or two his hollow cheeks beg^ to 
fill out; his thin arms began to 
grow round and plump. He told his 
friends over and over again about 
the 'beneficial effects of fp^Ii^^pg,^, 



the great laws of health. Every 
one called him "the health crank." 
'But in the meantime "the crank" 
was growing stronger and stronger. 
He became more and more enthu- 
siastic as he advanced in his study 
of hygiene. He began to feel like 
a real man, not like the weal^iig he 
had been before. He did notflow 
slink away like a coward whenever 
a ruffian happened to cast a slur at 
him, as had before been necessary. 
The vigor of manhood was assert- 
ing itself; in six months he was 
strong enough to try such athletic 
exercises as wrestling, sparring, 
running and jumping. About three 
years after his fortunate meeting 
with the physician, he had devel- 
oped into an athlete of remarkable 
ability. He could run like a deer, 
wrestle and spar with the best pro- 
fessionals, and had the strength and 
courage of a lion. He had become 
so familiar with all that related to 
physical culture, hygiene and diet 
that he was a walking encyclopedia 
of health laws. f" 
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-) At the time our story opens, five 
years after his meeting with the 
physician, a new problem had pre- 
sented itself to him. He had con- 
cluded that he ought to marry. Like 
all young men, he had experienced 
the influence wielded by fair mem- 
bers of the opposite sex; but he had 
yet to meet one who was capable of 
causing him to "fall in love" actual- 
ly. His studiousness on subjects ap- 
pertaining to physical culture had 
developed most decidedly uncon- 
ventional ideas of beauty. His 
model of feminine beauty was that 
of the sculptors. He failed to un- 
derstand how one could admire the 
ancient Grecian statues of feminine 
perfection, and still be smitten by a 
woman whose physical proportions 
did not resemble them in any way. 
He believed a woman should be 
strong and active; that, among hu- 
man beings, the members of the fe- 
male sex should be as strong in pro- 
portion to the male sex, as they are 
in any other species of the animal 
world. ^No woader our Harry had 
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a hard time finding his idea of per- 
fection realized; and yet he wor- 
shipped tiie opposite sex. A man of 
his extremely happy, healthy and 
evenly-balanced temperament could 
hardly have done otherwise. Many 
estimable girls had attempted to 
win him; several had endeavored to 
fascinate him, merely because ho 
would not acknowledge their pow- 
ers as did other men. He treated 
them with a familiar kindness which 
they could not understand, coming 
from one apparently so capable of 
being affected by feminine charms. 
For this very reason he was courted 
and flattered, but all to no purpose. 
On more than one occasion he had 
felt the magnetic attraction that a 
lovely woman has for a strong, 
manly man; but even if he allowed 
the bewitching influence momen- 
tarily to enthrall his senses^ the 
silken bonds that held him captive 
would snap asunder whenever his 
glance fell to the charmer's waist, 
for in that squeezed,distorted waist 
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he saw disease and ugliness ; it was 
a deformity to him as much as 
a hunchback is to an ordinary per- 
son. Often he tried to eliminate the 
thought from his mind, but no, it 
seemed impossible. He must find 
an intelligent woman not deformed 
in this way, or else be doomed to 
bachelorhood. This he knew to be 
true, for he could never even re- 
spect, much less love, a woman who 
weakened herself and future gen- 
erations with this terrible habit of 
deforming the body. The thoughts 
that occupied his mind on this par- 
ticular day in his walk had bothered 
him on many other occasions. He 
had long ago ceased to search for 
his ideal among his friends or on 
the streets of his native city. 

But to-day a surprise was in store 
for him. 

He had walked as far as Broad- 
way, and while slowly making his 
way through the crowd on the side- 
walk, he saw coming towards him 
a young woman whose face caused 
a strange thrill to affect him. In an 
instant he changed. His own fanci- 



ful thoughts disappeared. His eyes, 
clearly showing respectful admira- 
tion, scanned every outline of the 
face that so attracted him. Reluc- 
tantly he turned his gaze from her 
as she flashed a momentary glance 
towards him from a pair of very 
clear, dark brown eyes that was not 
encouraging; seemingly she did not 
relish the close scrutiny to which 
he had subjected her. Our Harry 
was nonplussed. As she passed 
him, he could not resist the tempta- 
tion to turn and gain another view 
of her. Never before had a woman's 
face affected him in that way. In 
looking after her, he obtained a 
glimpse of her entire figure, which 
had previously been hidden by the 
crowd. 

"Well, how strange ! And what ct 
beautiful thing she is! She doesn't 
wear a corset! Heavens! she has 
the features and figure of a goddess! 
I didn't think there was a woman 
living who could affect me like 
that!" exclaimed Harry, with a 
long-drawn sigh as he remembered 
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how the sight of her face had af- 
fected him. 

> He was beginning to attract the 
attentk>ti of the passing pedestrians 
by standing there, and he turned 
slowly, and continued on his way 
towards his place of business. But 
business was far from his mind. 
The face he had just behdd was so 
vividly impressed upon his mind 
that he could see it as plainly as 
when before him in reality. She 
seemed the ideal of which he had 
so often dreamed. A thoughtful, 
tender mood took possession of 
him when this became evident. 

Once he stopped and turned to 
follow her, but changed his mind. 

"No, I won't do it! What a fool 
I am to let a woman I've seen 
only once affect me in this way!" 
He tried to eradicate the impres- 
sion, but could not. i 
, He had gone only a short dis- 
taiice, all the time contending 
against the strange spell cast over 
him by the appearance of this 
woman. Suddenly he stopped, and 
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qmckly turning, started swiWy to 
retrace his steps. 

"I must see her again at any 
rate," he muttered. "It's all an 
hallucination; I merely fanbied her 
beautiful; if I don't see her again 
and satisfy myself of my error, her 
image will worry me for days to 
come. I know she isn't as beautiful 
as I imagine." C 

Having made up his mind, Harry 
acted promptly. The sidewalk was 
too crowded for him; he stepped off 
into the street that he might ad- 
vance more rapidly. He nearly 
knocked down two men in his hur- 
ry. One of them, a burly fellow, 
called him a vile name. Quick as 
a flash, he turned and grabbed the 
fellow by the shoulder of his coat, 
and with one jerk landed him 
sprawling and sputtering in the 
middle of the street, much to the 
amusement of those passing by. 
He did not wait for the fellow to 
rise, but swiftly started again in the 
direction he remembered she had 
*aken. He had walked up Broad- d by Google 



way quite a distance when he be- 
gan to slacken' his gait. 

"She could not have gone much 
farther than this," thought he, as 
he glanced over the crowded side- 
walk. He began to despair of find- 
ing her; but, looking ahead about 
fifty yards, he caught a momentary 
glimpse of what he thought to be 
she, standing on the corner waiting 
for a street car. The crowd hid her 
from view entirely until he reached 
the opposite side of the street. It 
was she; he recog^zed her at a 
glance. The same sensations as be- 
fore thrilled him as he admired her 
handsome proportions. 

"No! it was no mistake!" he ad- 
mitted to himself, as he reluctantly 
turned his eyes from her, and 
walked slowly up the opposite side 
of the street to prevent her noticing 
him. "She is a glorious creature. 
Such a fine countenance! and physi- 
cally, she is perfect!" 
nAs he was passing a large office 
building with a commodious en- 
trance he suddenly stji^pp^oogle 



•'That's the idea," said he to him- 
self. "I will go back in that en- 
trance a short distance, and, it be- 
hig somewhat higher than the side- 
walk, I can gaze at her tmiob- 
served." 

It was no sooner thought than 
done.' She was standing in the 
same place, about twenty-five yards 
down the street. From his position 
he had an excellent view of her 
without the slightest danger of be- 
ing noticed; and as she moved 
about impatiently at the delay of the 
car, every outline of her features, of 
her figure in each pose, was indeli- 
bly impressed on his memory. He 
saw her hair was of a dark brown, 
her face just full enough to be nicdy 
rounded; that she was his very ideal 
of physical perfection; that her arms 
were beautifully symmetrical; that 
her neck was a trifle large, but fine- 
ly proportioned; that the exquisite 
curve of her figure at the waist de- 
noted the absence of a corset; that 
her every movement showed grace 
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and suppleness, and that independ- 
ence and strength of character were 
strongly marked in her frank, open 
countenance. He could gaze at her, 
and imagine he saw a Minerva, a 
Venus, and a longing came over 
him to know her, to be near her, to 
talk to her — 2l longing enslaving in 
its intensity, irresistible in its power. 

"I must, I will know her, at any 
cost," mused he. "But how can I? 
I don't frequent the realms of so- 
cety; nor do I believe she does. She 
don't in any way resemble my ideas 
of a society woman. But hold! The 
first thing to do is to sec ^ h ' 
name and address. I have it!" 

"Here, young man," said he, ad- 
dressing a boy of about twelve 
years, "do you want something to 
do?" ^ 

"Yes, if there's enough in it," re- 
plied the boy, coming toward him. 

"You see that lady standing over 
there, in a brown dress?" 

"Yes." 

"Well, she's waiting for a car. I 
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want you to take the same car she 
does, follow her, and find out where 
she lives. Yqu can gfet off at the 
same place, walk slowly, and notice 
the number of the house she enters; 
then come back and tell me. There's 
my name and address (handing the 
boy his card). Now, hurry, for 
here comes the car." 

"Give me car fare," requested the 
boy, with a knowing smile on his 
face. 

"Oh, I forgot; here you are," said 
Harry, handing the boy a dime. "If 
you find out her name, I'll g^ve you 
a quarter extra," added Harry, as 
the boy started away. 

"I'm your huckleberry," the boy 
shouted back, as he started on a run 
to catch the car that was then pass- 
ir^ the door. 

Harry went from there to his 
place of business, in a mental con- 
dition that can be more easily im- 
agined than described. He was in 
no condition for business, though 
he spent two hours dictating letters 
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to his stenographer in an ab- 
sent-minded manner. The stenog- 
rapher more than once saved him 
from errors by calling his attention 
to certain peculiar sentences that he 
had dictated to her. 

As he finished dictating his let- 
ters, one of the clerks came into his 
private officfe. 

"A boy presented this card and 
asked to see you, Mr. Moore," said 
the clerk, as he laid the card on the 
desk. 

"Show him in here." 

"Sit down here," said Harry to 
the boy, as he came in, motioning 
him to a chair by his side. 

"Well, what luck?" asked Harry, 
impatient to hear what the boy had 
learned. 

"I've found out both her name 
and address." 

"That's good. How did you find 
out her name?" 

"Oh, just asked a boy, sitting on 
the fence, who lived next door." 

"Now, remember, I'm depending 
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on your honesty," said Harry, as he 
realized the boy could tell him a 
falsehood if he chose without his 
being any the wiser. 

"What do I want to lie for?" said 
the boy indignantly. "She lives at 
No. 3773 Washington Avenue, in a 
big fine house, and her name is 
Miss Watson." 

"No. 3773 Washington Avenue 
— Miss Watson," repeated Harry, 
as he wrote it down on a card. 
"Now, is that right?" 

"Yes, that's right." 

"Did you have any trouble fol- 
lowing her?" 

"No; only had to walk awful fast 
to keep close to her after she left 
the car." f 

"Ah, ha! you did, eh," said Har- 
ry, laughing. "Well, here's a dollar; 
you've done your work well." 
-» "Thank you," said the boy, his 
eyes gleaming, as he pocketed the 
dollar, and started to leave. 
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CHAPTER II. 
» After the boy departed, Harry 
leaned back in his comfortable 
chair, and allowed his imagination 
full play. He began to devise some 
plan to make her acquaintance. 
Many different methods presented 
themselves, but none seemed to 
please him. Harry was a man who 
had almost unlimited confidence in 
himself. The word fail he rarely if 
ever used. Success had crowned 
his efforts on every side. He 
thought that he could accomplish 
anything that had been done by 
other men. He was not exactly 
conceited, but had the necessary 
self-confidence which insures sue- 
cess in most any undertaking:. ^^^^^ ^ Google 
28 



^"Miss Watson, Miss Watson,**, 
repeated he softly to himself. "What 
a pleasing name. Ah, but not half 
so pleasing as the woman herself," 
mused he, with a half smile on his 
face. 

He recalled to mind two men of 
that nam^ whom he knew slightly. 
If either one resided at the address 
which the boy had given him, he 
thought an invitation to call could 
very easily be obtained without 
even seeming to desire it. 

"Oh, Sam!'' calling to the ofl^:e 
boy. 

"Yes, sir." 

"Bring me the City Directory." 

''Yes, sir." 

On consulting the directory he 
found that a broker of that name, 
from whom he occasionally bought 
goods, resided at the number g^ven 
him by the boy. 

"That's fine," muttered he, as a 
bright smile lighted up his face. 
"Now all will be smooth sailing as 
far as making her acquaintance is 
concerned." 
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( r "Here, Sam," calling the office 
boy again. 

"Yes, sir," said the boy, as he ap- 
peared in the doorway. 

"Run over to Mr. Watson's office - 
right away, and tell him I want to 
see him on business immediately. 
Now, hurry." 

"Yes, sir," said Sam, disappear- 
ing. 

Harry smiled to himself as he 
thought of the plan he had formed. 

Mr. Watson was a broker for 
several large jobbing houses. He 
had recently embarked in the busi- 
ness, and had called on Harry sev- 
eral times soliciting trade. Harry, 
realized that some of his merchan- 
dise could easily be bought through 
him, and his friendship secured; 
then he could invite the broker to 
call on him, and no doubt obtain 
an invitation in return. 

*'He will be over in a few min- 
utes, sir," said Sam, putting his 
head in at the door. 

"Helk), Watson!" greeted Hany, 
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as Mr. Watson came into his office 
a few moments later. "I find my 
stock of prunes, currants and figs 
is becoming very low. What have 
you in that line?" 

"Can give you a bargain. They 
are overstocked on those goods," 
answered Mr. Watson. 

"Have you any samples?" 

"Yes; wait a moment, and Til 
bring them over," said Mr. Watson, 
as he went out of the door. 

"Well, I need some of those 
goods, anyway, and I can order of 
him as well as any one," said Harry 
to himself. 

He soon returned with the sam- 
ples and Harry gave him a most 
satisfactory order. . They then drift- 
ed to other subjects — ^the theatrical 
attractions, and the lack of satis- 
factory amusements, etc. 

"Now," said Harry, "I am dis- 
gusted with everything. It's very 
seldom there is anything at the the- 
atres worth seeing." 
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. 'TfouVe about right," admitted 
Mr. Watson. 

"A man can derive some pleasure 
from society; but the novelty soon 
wears, and then it becomes bore- 
some." 

"Right you are," admitted Mr. 
Watson. "I've tried it, and found 
it wanting." 

, "I've found pleasure of late in 
having my scientifically inclined 
friends congregate in my rooms. 
We discuss questions of the day, 
and obtain pleasure and informa- 
tion in this way." 

"I should think it would grow 
tiresome in time." 

"Oh, well, when it does, we will 
adopt some other means of amuse- 
ment. I have also several musical 
friends who furnish us with excel- 
lent music on occasions." 

"I'm a little interested in scien- 
tific subjects myself," added Mr. 
Watson. "I have read some of 
Darwin's and Huxley's works." 

"You don't say," said Harry, who 
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saw here his coveted opportunity. 
'TTou must come out to my rooms 
some evening, and we will see how 
near you and I ag^ee on the social 
problem." 

"I'U do it," answered Mr. Wat- 
son, pleased to receive the invita- 
tion. 

They talked for some time on 
various topics, and Harry made 
several diplomatic efforts to obtain 
the desired invitation, but without 
avail. 

At last Mr. Watson rose to go. 

"Now, be sure to come over to 
my rooms, some time soon," said 
Harry. 

"I'll do it; soon, too. But sup- 
pose you call on me some time." 

"Ah," said Harry to himself, "at 
last I have it." 

"I shall be only too happy. In 
what part of the city do you live?" 
he asked of Watson, smiling at his 
own hypocrisy. 

"On Washington Avenue, the 
other side of Grand* No. 3773.'* 
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'Tve a friend who lives very near 
you. By the way, I'm going out to 
see him in the next day or two. and 
I'll call on you while I'm in the 
neighborhood." 

"I'll be glad to welcome you at 
any time." 

"Thank you; I shall come." 

"Well, I must go; I have several 
letters to write this afternoon," said 
iWatson, starting away. 

"Well, don't be surprised to see 
me at any time. I may visit my 
friend to-night, if time permits; if 
so, I may call on you." 

"Any time — ^will be glad to sec 
you. Bye, bye." 

"Good afternoon," said Harry, 
pleasantly. 

Harry felt very much pleased 
with himself at the progress he had 
made, and a satisfied smile orna- 
mented his handsome features as he 
ensconced himself in his comfort- 
able chair. < 

"I did not relish telling him a lie 
about the friend of mine living near 
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his home, but some excuse had to 
be given for an early call. I didn't 
care to wait a week. She may be 
visiting, and might be gone by that 
time. I was afraid he might forget 
the invitation; I would have had it, 
even if forced to ask for it outright, 
ni stop at nothing, with favors 
from her as the goal in view. She's 
a superb creature," murmured he, 
with a dreamy, far-away expression 
in his eyes. 

After thinking it over, he con- 
cluded not to call until the next 
evening, as any undue haste might 
injure him. 

The next day, while Watscm was 
in, talking business, he uncon- 
aciously gave Harry some addi- 
tional information. 

"By the way," said he, "maybe 
you would like to meet my cousin 
from the East She arrived about a 
week ago, and intends to stay a 
month or more. She is like your- 
self, very much interested in all 
kinds of athletics, and is quite a 
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fencer and a bicycle rider, she tells 
me. She is extraordinarily strong, 
I know that I'm not particularly 
weak myself; but the other night 
some of us were indulg^g in a 
romp, and she handled me like I 
were a boy. I did not know what 
to make of it, I was so amazed^ 

"Why, yes, I would be very much 
pleased to meet her. I always like 
to meet those interested in physical 
culture; they are always congenial 
companions to me," said Harry, 
trying to appear as unconcerned as 
possible. 

He could easily have drawn Wat- 
son out to talk more of her; but he 
feared too much interest might be 
detected in his voice. He told Wat- 
son he expected to see his friend 
that evening early, and afterwards, 
being in the neighborhood, would 
call on him. 

^.That evening Harry spent more 
time at his toilet than ever before. 
JDress usually occupied but little^of 
nis attention, and considerable time 
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was required for him to don a satb* 
factory costume. 

He arrived at the Watson man- 
sion about half-past eight; and with 
a strange feeling, as though some- 
thing of great importance was 
tbout to happeni, which he feared 
yet desired, he ran up the broad 
stone steps and rang the bell. ^ 

In a moment he was ushered into 
a magnificently furnished drawing- 
room, and he had hardly seated 
himself when Watson appeared. 

"Ah, ha; you did come? Glad to 
welcome you," said Watson, genial* 
ly, as4ie shook hands with Harry. 

'*Yes; a little sooner than I ex- 
pected,** answered Harry. 

After a few remarks on unimpor- 
tant subjects, Watson said: "Would 
you join us in a game of cards? 
Vv e were playing as you came in — 
my cousin, my sister, and mysdf." 

Harry declared that nothing 
would please him better. 

^'Wdl, we will go back to our 
cosy family room, where the girls 
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are," said Watson, rising and lead- 
ing the way. "You may not like 
my cousin. She's such an uncoa^ 
ventional girl, with so many pecul- 
iar ideas of her own/' added Wat- 
son, as he was passing through the 
han. 

Harry's heart gave a great 
bound. He had been yearning and 
searching for the unconventional 
girl, and although her dress and 
general appearance indicated that 
she was far from conventional, to 
have it stated as a fact was pleasing 
to him. 

Before he could reply, Mr. Wat- 
son opened a door and ushered 
Harry in. 

That which met Hany^s gaze al- 
most made him lose his self-posses- 
sion. There she was, in all her 
beauty. She was handsome in sfreet 
costume; but now, how much more 
sol Only by the greatest effort did 
he succeed in retaining an expres- 
sion of calm indifference. His 
frsune thrilled with inexplicable 
emotions. He noticed that Wat- , 
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son's sister was also a decidedly 
pretty girl, according to the con- 
ventional standard of beauty. 

The two g^rls turned as the door 
opened, and rose from their seats 
at the card table as Harry entered, 

"Edith, allow me to present to 
you my friend, Mr. Moore; my 
cousin. Miss Watson, Mr. Moore; 
and this is my sister, Helen," said 
Mr. Watson, introducing them. 

Harry bowed low, with natural 
grace, and stated he was pleased to 
meet them. 

Edith glanced at him in a man>- 
ner that indicated she remembered 
seeing him before. 

"Sit here, Mr. Moore," said 
Helen, motioning to a comfortable 
chair near by. 

"Thank you," said Harry, bow- 
ing slightly and sinking into the 
chair, as they all seated themselves. 

"We have been anxious to meet 
you, Mr. Moore, because we heard 
you are such a great athlete," said 
Edith, regarding Harry with her 
large, expressive brown eyes. ^ t 
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"Indeed! You flatter me. I 
never made pretensions of being an 
athlete of much ability, and I am 
most decidedly not a great one," 
answered Harry, smiling at her. 

"Of course; all we know is what 
we hear; and if we are to judge 
from that, you must be one <A tiie 
best/* said Edith smiling. 
J'Mr. Moore agreed to join otur 
game," interrupted Mr. Watson at 
this point. "Suppose we play?** 

"That's fine; who will be my 
partner?" asked Helen, as she arose 
to arrange the chairs around the 
card table. 

"Are you an expert player, Mr. 
Moore?" asked Edith, as she ar- 
ranged the last chair at the table. 
"If you are, you must be my part- 
ner. I play a poor game and Hor- 
ace and Helen are * professionals.* 

"I'm not an expert, by any 
means ; but we ought to be able to 
win our share of the fi:ames." an- 
swered Harry, smiling. 
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"Ah, then, it's settled. Helen, 
you and Horace are doomed to de- 
feat," said Edith. 

"I'll have something to say about 
that," said Watson, drawing his 
chair to the table. 

Harry seated himself opposite his 
partner. He possessed the happy 
faculty of becoming acquainted 
quickly — ^the frankness and sincer- 
ity of his speech, the geniality of 
Ills manner favorably impressed all 
whom he met. 

^He played a poor game that 
evening. His partner's smooth, 
satiny skin and clear complexion — 
her full, nicely roimded neck and 
expressive face — ^held his attention 
much more than the cards. So 
many opportunities occurred for 
observing her exquisite comeliness 
than he made bad blunders on sev- 
eral occasions; but with the skillful 
help of his partner they managed 
to win occasionally. 

He divided his attentions be^ 
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tween the ladies as much as possi- 
ble; but Hden soon perceived he 
was fascinated with her cousin, al- 
though Harry made no little effort 
to hide it. In spite of himself, the 
tones of his voice, the expression of 
his face and eyes, wotdd at times 
momentarily betray him to her 
sharp eyes. 

After playing euchre a while they 
drifted into other games, and be- 
came very greatly interested in 
whist. Harry finally concluded 
very reluctantly that it was time 
to take his leave. 

"My!" said Harry, jestingly, "my 
family will scold me dreadfully for 
being out so late." 

This caused a general laugh, as 
they all knew that he lived alone in 
his bachelor quarters. 

** You can tell them you were at 
the gymnasium," put in Watson. 

"Or that the street-car ran off the 
track," added Edith, smiling at him 
graciously. 
' "No, I won't; I'll tell them the 
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truth — ^that I was so graciously en- 
tertained that two hours passed 
away in one." 

"Ah, ah; I see; you want us to 
send you a box of candy, or a house 
<^d lot," laughed Helen. "Ah, you 
flatterer!" shaking her finger at 
him. 

"Well, I will be satisfied with an 
ordinary house and lot." 

"Expect it by mail to-morrow. 1 
saw a nice one in the next block, 
that will no doubt suit you," jest- 
ingly added Edith. 

"But, putting all joking aside, I 
really must go," said Harry, push- 
ing his chair from the table. 

"You shall not go," in a jestingly, 
authoritative tone from Edith. 

"Yes, you must stay and play the 
rubber, anyway," added Helen. 

"Certainly, we must have the 
rubber," from Watson. 

Harry, only too glad to remain, 
resumed his seat at the table. 

The game was soon over, and 
Harry rose, thanking them cordial- 
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ly for the pleasant evening he had 
enjpyed. 

Harry managed to get by the side 
of Edith for a moment before tak- 
ing his departure. 

"Miss Edith, you have interested 
yourself considerably in physical 
culture, I believe?" 

"Yes; I have been interested in 
the subject for some time." 

"I would like to know you better, 
and learn to what conclusions your 
investigations have brought you." 

"My time will be very much 
taken up while here; but an oppor- 
tunity will no doubt occur when I 
can exchange views with you on 
the subject," she said, without 
much warmth, as Harry's eyes ex- 
pressed a little more admiration 
than she cared to see on such short 
acquaintance. 

"Oh, I wouldn't take up your 
time on any account, unless you de- 
sire it," he answered coldly, notic- 
ing her change of manner. 

"But I certainly desire it, Mr. 
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Moore,** said Edith, repenting of 
her coldness, and smiling at him 
with an expression in her eyes that 
made Harry forget everything but 
that she was the most beautiful 
creature on earth. 

"Now, Mr. Moore, you must 
come again, soon,'' said Helen, as 
he moved towards the door. 

"Indeed, I shall only be too glad 
of the opportunity. Miss Helen," 
answered Harry, as he opened the 
door. "But let me again thank you 
for the pleasant evening I have en- 
joyed." 

"The pleasure was mutual, Mr. 
Moore." 

As he bade them good-night, he 
looked into Edith's eyes, for an in- 
stant only, to see if any hope could 
be detected for him in their brilliant 
depths, as she stood there in an 
evening dress which showed every 
outline of her beautiful proportions. 

"How exquisitely lovely!" he 
murmured to himself, # 

^ His eyes lingered upon her as he 
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turned to go, and were rewarded 
with a smile that made his every 
nerve tingle with wild pleasure. 

"Good-night," they cried almost 
simultaneously, as he went down 
the steps. 

Harry's step was light as he 
walked away; he felt happy. That 
which he desired seemed surely 
within his reach. 

"If I can only meet her often,** 
he thought, "I am sure T can win 
her. My God! how beautiful she 
is! ^Ah, to kiss those lips! To 
think of it, even, makes me tremble. 
But suppose I don't win her?" 

The bare thought made him 
stop. "Not win her?" cried he, as 
an expression of anguish came over 
his face. "Not win her? I must 
My very life depends upon it I 
have seen her three times, and it 
seems to me I have known her for 
years. And love her — I don't love 
her, I worship her!" 
•^He had read of love in novels; he 
had experienced what he thought 
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to be love several times; but what 
pale imitatioiis they were of this! 

"Does every man love like this?" 
he wondered to himself. "There is 
nc sacrifice I would think too great 
to win her." Thus he mused as he 
Dvalked towards his home. 
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CHAPTER III. 

After Harry's departure, Helen 
and Edith immediately retired. At 
this hour of the night the privacy 
and quietude of a young woman's 
apartment, when occupied by two 
intimate friends, usually influence 
an exchange of most sacred confi- 
dences. Naturally the subject of 
their conversation this evening was 
Harry, though, as they were dis- 
robing, Edith did not forget her 
usual remonstrance with Helen for 
lacing her corset so tightly. 

"Edith, how I envied you to- 
night ! " 

"Why so?" with a surprised 
glance. 

"Well, if I had been a lifeless 
figure, Mr. Moore could not have 
manifested less real interest in me." 

** Nonsense; he conversed with 
you as much as he did with me." 
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** True ; but for the sake of 
politeness entirely." 

" Do vou know, Helen, I believe 
I saw him on the street the ^ther 
day." 

** May be you did ? He's so hand- 
some that even if seen in a crowd 
you would remember him," said 
Helen, eyeing her cousin quiz- 
zically. 

" Now, what are you smiling at ? " 
asked Edith, her face flushing. 

'*! was thinking — ** slight pause. 

" Thinking of what ? " confusedly. 

** If by merely passing you on the 
street he made such an impression 
as to be favorably remembered, 
what should he be able to do with 
the privilege of a conventional in- 
troduction now in his possession ? " 
answered Helen, smilingly. 

**Now, you tease, begin again. 
Do you remember what I told you 
the other day ! — that I would never 
allow myself to be seriously at- 
tracted by any man. I have seen 
enough of the misery of marital 
life, and under no circumstance 
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would I run the risk of suffering 
similar experiences. The victims, 
no doubt, are the cause of their 
misery ; they marry on the spur of 
the moment, without the slightest 
knowledge as to their compatibility 
of temperament, or as to the physio- 
logical laws which should govern 
such a union, and " 

'* Oh, heavens ! don't give me 
such a lecture as you did the other 
day," interrupted Helen, holding 
up her hands in mock horror. 

" You need it ; goodness knows." 

'* Hasn't he beautiful eyes, 
though ? " asked Hfelen, smiling at 
her cousin, and adroitly changing 
the subiect. 

*Who?" 

" Who ! As if you didn't know ? 
Why the man whose eyes were ador* 
ing you all the evening, of course." 

" All your imagination ! But 
his eyes are beautiful — so clear and 
frank." 

" And I caught him on more than 
one occasion to-night gazing at you 
with all the adoration of his very 
soul in the depths of those eyes." 
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** Please quit teasing, Helen, 
dear," clasping Helen's hand within 
her own. 

" But it*s the truth — every word 
of it. Ah, if he could see you now, 
just as you are, with that mass of 
dark brown hair flowing around 
you ; with those dark, passionate 
eyes ; those superbly formed limbs, 
plainly outlined in that clinging 
garment — and those arms ! My, 
what would I not give if mine were 
like them ! You beautiful crea- 
ture ! " putting her arms around 
her cousin and kissing her softly. 
" He would faint from intoxication 
— I know he would, if he saw you 
now," continued Helen, rubbing her 
cheeks against Edith's satiny skin. 

" You silly girl ! How many 
times have you been in love ? " 
tightening her arms around her 
cousin's supple body. 

"I thought I loved once, but I 
was mistaken," answered Helen, 
solemnly. 

"Tell me about it, Helen, dear." 
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She told Edith the story of her 
love for a handsome, debonair 
young man, and of her engagement 
to him. She had been happy in 
her love until she accidentally dis- 
covered that he had been in the 
habit of associating with bad 
women. She had her brother make 
inquiries and learned that he still 
continued the practice. He admit- 
ted its truth on being charged with 
it, but vowed he would never re- 
peat the offense if she would only 
forgive him. This she did after 
considerable persuasion. Even then, 
for some reason, she did not trust 
him, and she secretly hired a de- 
tective to shadow him. The detec- 
tive called in a few days, and told 
her that, after leaving her the night 
before, her lover had gone to a 
down-town resort and had re- 
mained there all night She would 
not believe it;- but the detective 
offered to prove the truth of his 
assertions. He suggested that she 
thickly veil herself, and drive with 
him to the house, and by deceiving 
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the woman in charge as to the real 
object of their visit, the desired in- 
formation could easily be secured. 
She agreed to the plan and found 
to her horror that her lover was as 
well known in that resort of vice as 
he was in her own home. 

" This turned my love to hatred 
and disgust," said Jlelen, " and the 
next time he called I was not at 
home, though the servant handed 
him my little note and he has not 
called since. He knew there was 
no use to ask forgiveness again. I 
could never forgive that. Oh, the 
vileness of it ! " exclaimed Helen, 
the remembrance of her lover's 
baseness crimsoning her cheek, and 
making her voice tremble with 
emotion. 

The story visibly affected Miss 
Edith, and her eyes were swimming 
in tears when she said : ** I don't 
blame you, dear ; you could not 
have acted otherwise ; he wasn't 
worthy of your love, and I am satis- 
fied that some one will soon appear 
who will win from you a stronger. 
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deeper affection than you ever gave 
him." 

"I hope so, dear/' answered 
Helen in husky tones, nestling 
closer to her cousin. 

Some time elapsed before the 
unconsciousness of slumber quieted 
their musical voices, but nothing 
more of interest to the reader was 
discussed. 



The next morning found Harry 
hard at work going over his mail, 
endeavoring to forget that ever- 
present image by absorbing him- 
self in the cares of business. His 
efforts in this direction were of 
little avail. At the very moment 
when he would need all his facul- 
ties to decide some important prob- 
lem, her face would appear, and 
cause him to forget everything in a 
delicious reverie. It was during 
one of these moments of mental 
abstraction that he suddenly said : 

" How clever — the very thing ! " 
iubilantly. " Til send l^e|;^Jo,g^ 



tation," drawing the paper towards 
him, and starting to write. 

"My dear Miss Watson : The 
Annual Championship of the Ama- 
teur Athletic Union of America 
will be given next Saturday after- 
noon at our grounds. I expect to 
compete in one or two events. If 
you would care to go, I would be 
very much pleased to call for you." 

He signed this and mailed it to 
Edith that morning to insure its 
delivery in the afternoon. 

The clerks were a little surprised 
the following morning to see Harry 
come in an hour earlier than was 
his custom. One or two arfived 
later than he and as they saw no 
other reason for Harry's early 
arrival than his desire to see if his 
employees came on their schedule 
time, they at once began to con- 
trive a good excuse to use in case a 
complaint was made against them. 
If they had seen him in his private 
sanctum, gazing at a neatly ad- 
dressed, square envelope, with a 
gratified smile, and had noticed , 

this smile grow into one of ab^iife^^^S^^ 



contentment as the contents were 
read, they might have truly conjec- 
tured the cause of his early arrival 
on that particular morning. 

Edith had replied to his invita- 
tion, and stated that she would 
gladly attend the athletic games, as 
she enjoyed all such manly contests. 

This reply pleased Harry very 
much. How slowly time passed ! 
Never did days seem so long to him, 
though Saturday afternoon finally 
arrived. Harry went to his room 
after lunch, and packed in a small 
hand satchel his athletic suit, which 
consisted of silk knee tights, a 
fleecy- ribbed silk shirt without 
sleeves, and a pair of fine running 
shoes. 

He called for Edith at the houi 
appointed, and had waited but a 
moment when she entered, and 
greeted him pleasantly: 

**Do you intend to win to-day, 
Mr. Moore ? " 

" It is doubtful. There are sev- 
eral good runners to compete 
against," rising and nearing her 
side while she drew on h^i^r^^^^^, 



"I will hurrah for you; that 
should do some good," said Edith, 
pleasantly. 

" Vm sure to win if you'll do that. 
Though I have entered in two races, 
I've determined to go in only one, so 
all my strength will be spent in 
endeavoring to win the single 
event." 

The ride to the Athletic Grounds 
was short. Harry had secured 
comfortable seats where a splendid 
view of all the events could be ob- 
tained. 

** ril have to leave you by your- 
self for a short time if I go in the 
race for which I have entered," 
said Harry. *' Perhaps you would 
prefer that I remain here with you. 
I believe that would please me bet- 
ter," smiling questioningly. 

" No; I want to see you compete; 
it will be more interesting," return- 
ing his gaze with a smile in her 
eyes which made pleasant emotions 
run riot within him. 

"Your wish shall be law. I'll 
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return in about an hour," said he, 
rising, bowing slightly. 

*' Remember, you must win," was 
her parting remark. 

"I surely will if you hurrah foj 
me," he answered, as he walked 
away. 

The initial event on the program 
was the first heat in the hundred- 
yard dash. Harry was in the third 
heat. The officials for the occasion 
were running to and fro on the 
field; all was bustle. The judges 
and referees were inspecting the 
tracks, finishes, etc. Thousands 
were crowding into the grand stand, 
distributing themselves in all direc- 
tions as they looked for desirable 
seats. Society was there in its 
most fanciful attire. Every taste 
in feminine and masculine beauty 
could find something to admire. 
The managers of the affair were 
congratulating themselves as they 
saw the immense crowd, on the 
great success of their efforts. Never 
was there such a vast throng as- 
sembled at a meeting of that char- 
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acter. Edith was all interest, and 
anxious for the sport to begin. She 
noticed from the program that 
champion athletes from various 
large cities were entered in the 
races. Two of these champions 
were in the same race with Harry. 
This race was to be run in three 
heats; the first two men in each 
heat to run in the final. 

The great assemblage began to 
clap hands and stamp feet, anxious 
for the sport to begin. The athletes 
were appearing on the field one by 
one. Many were beautiful to be- 
hold in their athletic suits, which 
showed every outline of their mag- 
nificent physical development. 
Every form was instinct with grace; 
every movement denoted Supple- 
ness. Each athlete as he came in 
view would receive an ovation in 
the form of the " war cry " of his 
club. 

The games began; the whistle of 
the starter, inquiring of the referees 
if all was ready, reached faintly the 
assembled multitude. 

Six men are in line; now the}p8^^ 



crouch ready to start. See the 
smoke, followed by a pistol shot. 
They are off I In an instant they 
are twenty yards down the track, 
flying like the wind. 

** Winner, J. L. Jewitt; second, L. 
F. Damount; time, loj seconds" is 
the announcement that comes from 
the master of ceremonies after this 
first race. 

The second heat was won in io| 
seconds. 

At the conclusion of the second 
heat Harry appeared on the ground. 
His club members had been await- 
ing his appearance, which was to 
be the signal for their '* war cry," 
that was louder and more pro- 
longed by Harry's friends among 
the spectators. *' Who is that mag- 
nificent fellow?" comes from hun- 
dreds of lips. He is the cynosure 
of all eyes. 

" Harry Moore, the merchant ath- 
lete," passes from lip to lip. 

"Ah, I have heard of him," can 
be heard on all sides. 

** He is the only local athlete who 
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has the faintest chance of winning 
from the visiting champions/' re- 
marked one of Harry's enthusiastic 
club members within hearing of 
Edith.. 

She had enjoyed the last two 
races immensely ; the finishes of 
both had been close. She was in 
her glory there, for while she loved 
all the beauties of nature, she ad- 
mired above all, the most impres- 
sive of her handiwork, the human 
form divine. The appearance of a 
beautiful human body, whether 
male or female, stirred her soul, 
thrilled her very beings with the 
sublime enthusiasm o^ an artist 
gazing at a glorious sunset. She 
had roamed for hours in the vari- 
ous art galleries, lost in admiration 
of the sculptured portraitures of 
human physical life. She loved to 
study the beautiful outline brought 
out by the variety of positions as- 
sumed by well-formed athletes in 
their contests. She admired a hand- 
somely-formed man as she did a 
work of art; only to a greater de- 
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gree ; for no imitation of the human 
form, no matter how fine, can com- 
pare with sL perfect man of which it 
is only a copy. 

She had seen several athletes, 
v%'hose physical beauty she admired, 
before Harry appeared. As her at- 
tention was called to him by the 
prolonged applause, she could not 
help an exclamation of admiration, 
uttered softly to herself. 

'*What perfect limbs ! What mag- 
nificent proportions ! Who can he 
be?*' not recognizing Harry, so 
changed did he appear in his ath- 
letic suit. 

" Every outline perfect ; he car- 
ries himself like a lion. What tre- 
mendous power must be there,*' 
she thought. 

She took her opera glasses, ad- 
justed them to her eyes, and turned 
them upon him to get a better view 
of his face. 

Her expression noticeably 
changed as she gazed at him. 

"How different he appears. I 
would never have known him at 
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that distance without these glasses," 
thought she as the field glass fell 
in her lap. She heard the expres- 
sions of admiration all around her, 
and the many complimentary com- 
ments that was made of his past 
athletic achievements. 

'•Besides his athletic ability," 
said one young woman near her," I 
understand that he is a refined gen- 
tleman of remarkable intelligence." 

"I will find out if he deserves 
that compliment," thought Edith. 

The third heat was about to be- 
gin. Harry went by the grand 
stand, running with his usual grace- 
ful ease, followed by the gaze of 
the larger part of the throng, and by 
such cries as " Win it, Harry ! " etc. 

"Everybody knows him," thought 
Edith, following his graceful mo- 
tions with admiration in her eyes. 
Every one was sure that Harry 
would win this heat. At the crack 
of the pistol he sprang nearly a 
yard ahead, and won without ap- 
parent effort in lof seconds. 

The crowd cheered him vocifer- 
ously. 
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He now had the final heat to run 
in which he would compete with 
the winners of the other two heats. 

"Now, Harry, you must win 
this," said Jack, his trainer, as he 
was rubbing his velvety skin with 
some liquid preparations. 

"Don't fear, Jack; I'm deter- 
mined to win," answered Harry. 

"Now, don't be too confident,** 
said Jack. 

He looked every inch an Apollo 
as he stood there. The muscles o£ 
every part of his body could be 
traced. His limbs were a little 
large, but his chest and arms were 
of sufficient size to make them ap- 
pear finely symmetrical. His mus- 
cles when in repose were as soft as 
the fiesh of a baby; but when fiexed 
in use were as hard as steel. 

'That will do. Jack," said Harry. 
**Hand me my tights." "Are they 
about ready for the heat?" his clear 
eyes flashing, eager for the race to 
begin. 

Jack went to the door of their 
dressing room. "Yes; they are 
about ready," he answered, coming 
back. 
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"Now win!" was Jack's parting, 
as Harry started up the liallway 
that led to the field. 

"Sure!" he cried, quickening his 
steps. 

Outside all was excitement. 

"Will our Harry beat the cham- 
pions?" was the question interest, 
ing to all who knew him either per- 
sonally or by reputation. 

The six men appeared on the 
track almost simultaneously. All 
were fine fellows, strong of limb 
and graceful in action; though for 
physical beauty Harry was superior 
to them all. 

The onlookers were wrought up 
to the highest pitch from sup- 
pressed excitement All knew that 
before themi all on one mark, stood 
three men who had never lost a 
scratch race, and that no mercenary 
consideration, no matter how great, 
could afifect the result. 

The contestants were digging 
holes in the ground with the sharp 
nails in their running shoes, each 
one at his starting point. The spec^ 
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tators were so quiet that they heard 
faintly the warning of the starter, 
as be stood behind the con- 
testants with his pistol behind his 
back. 

**Get ready!" 

Each man placed one foot in the 
small hole he had dug, and awaited 
the second warning. 

*'Get set!" came faintly to the au- 
dience. 

Two men placed their fingers on 
the mark, and the others assumed a 
crouching attitude, with one arm 
held far back and the other in front. 
One man failed to hold his balance, 
and they were called off by the 
starter. The audience drew a long 
breath and became a little noisy 
upon seeing this. 

A moment or two passed, then 
you could hear on all sides: "They 
are getting ready again!" 

Again they "get set" The start- 
er looks at them closely. Yes, they 
are all still. The audience is breath- 
less. Some of them have risen ixL 
their seats. 
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Edith thinks she can almost see 
Harry's eyes flash with excitement, 
so closely does she keep him in 
view with her opera glasses. 

"Bang!'' goes the pistol. The 
runners spring forward with light- 
ning rapidity. Down the stretch 
they come with the speed cf a rail- 
road train. 

The whole audience rise to their 
feet. At the fifty yard mark 
Jewitt is ahead, with Harry and 
Damount following. On they come 
like the wind! 

*'He has lost!" cry Harry's friends 
in the audience. 

"He will lose sure," muttered 
Edith to herself, and an expression 
of pain and disappointment ap- 
peared on her countenance. 

He seemed almost to divine her 
thoughts; for the assistance of opera 
glasses enabled many to see him 
grit his teeth, while an expression 
of wild determination came over 
his countenance. Yes; he is gain- 
jJng. At the seventy-five yard mark 
lie is only a foot behind. The air 
U rcat witk one :-nicnse i^out^opgle 



when Han-y succeeds in catching 
Jewitt. 

"He wins! He wins!" was the 
cry as Harry forged ahead and 
crossed the tape at least two feet 
ahead of his nearest competitor. 

The applause was deafening. Men 
threw their hats and waved their 
umbrellas. Ladies waved their 
handkerchiefs and joined in the 
hurrah. The club's war cry, noted 
for its deafening qualities, was 
drowned in the hubbub and could 
not be heard ten feet away. 

Harry's trainer, Jack, caught him 
as he came over the line. 

"Here; lean on my arm," said 
Jack. 

"No; I'm all right," said Harry, 
as he started on a slow run to his 
dressing room. 

All eyes were upon him. "What 
a beauty he is!'' could be heard in 
feminine voices. The applause still 
continued after Harry had disa];^ 
peared. 

The managers were about to sta:L[ 
the next eveiit 
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No! No! No!" came from the 
crowd; "Bring him out." 

'•Harry, I suppose you'll have to 
come out and make your bow/* 
said Jack, smiling as he heard the 
cries on the outside. 

**Wait a moment and see if it 
continues," answered Harry, still 
breathing hard from the effects of 
his violent exertion. 

** Come on out, Harry," said one 
of his athletic friends, appearing in 
the door. " You did that grandly, 
old fellow," shaking Harry's hand 
vigorously. 

Harry walked behind him, down 
the hall to the door that led to the 
grounds. The cheering had died 
down somewhat, and he could hear 
the ** war cry " of his club above all 
the rest. 

As he came to the door his friends 
standing near espied him, and one 
of them shouted : " What's the 
matter with Moore ?" 

** He's all right !" was the answer- 
ing and almost deafening yelL 

His friends crowded around him» 
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e6ngi*atulating him on his victory. 
Part of the audience saw him, and 
again began to applaud with en- 
thusiasm. 

*' Here we go ; we'll carry him 
out in full view of the audience," 
said one, and four or five of them 
lifted him on their shoulders, Harry 
resisting manfully. But it was of 
no use against all those strapping 
athletes ; and in a moment, held up 
over his carriers' heads, with his 
friends crowding around him on all 
sides, Harry appeared to receive an 
ovation from the vast assemblage 
that he had so much pleased. 

A few minutes after this Edith 
noticed him making his way toward 
her through the crowd. 

He looked none the worse for the 
mighty effort he had made, and as 
their eyes met, she gave him a smile 
that affected him strangely. 

" What a hero you have made of 
yourself !" said she, as he took the 
seat by her side. 

Many around him, who had never 
known him before, recognized him 
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^^That^s he/' several remarked, 
motioning in his direction. 

**Yes, I suppose so/' answered 
Harry in jesting tones ; " but there 
are disagreeable features connected 
with popularity. Every one^ im- 
agines that they can gaze at you 
and talk about you in your presence 
with as much freedom as though 
you were a monkey in a cage." 

**You must remember that is 
the penalty of fame, so take it 
gracefully." 

''Well, I hate to be gazed at 
when I am not on exhibition. It's 
decidedly annoying," emphatically 
answered Harry, irritated at the 
close inspection to which he had 
been subjected while making his 
way toward her. 

*• You know the new definition of 
fame, don't you?" asked Edith 
'' No ; what is it ?" 
•'•There he goes' and 'That's 
he.'" 

"That is undoubtedly correct," 
answered Harry, his countenance 
relaxing into a smile la he looked 
into her dear eyes. Digitized by v^oogle 



** Do you know, 1 didn*t recog- 
nize you when you first appeared 
in that athletic suit. You were so 
changed I didn't imagine that the 
conventional dress could effectually 
hide so much physical beauty," said 
Edith in a low tone, as she gazed 
at the contest then going on. 

He turned his eyes toward her 
features, but saw no answering emo- 
tion there. Her words affected him 
strangely, and a tender light bright- 
ened his features as he said : 

*'I thank you for the compli- 
ment." 

" Don't thank me ; I merely spoke 
the truth. I hate compliments, 
though ; they are so rarely sincere." 

** I am like you in that respect, so 
don't feel offended if I fail to ex- 
tend to you the usual flattering re- 
marks made by young men under 
similar circumstances." 

** You will offend me if you do," 
answered she. 

To be near her, to feel her pres- 
ence, to see the exquisite color of 
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health upon her cheeks, to be occa- 
sionally thrilled by an accidental 
touch, was delicious, dreamy pleas- 
ure to him. The athletic games, in 
which he gloried, usually received 
his intense interest, but on this 
occasion very little of his attention 
was given to them. He would ap- 
parently be gazing at the contest, 
when in reality he saw before him 
nothing but her image — an image 
which he worshiped. 

She had emphatically denied her 
cousin Helen's assertion that Harry 
was fascinated with her, and yet, 
deep down in her heart, she ad- 
mitted to herself that she had, on 
more than one occasion, for a mo- 
ment only, noticed an expression in 
his eyes which proved that such 
might be the case. Her beauty 
was that of fully matured woman- 
hood. She was peculiarly attract- 
ive to the opposite sex, and had had 
numerous desirable offers of mar- 
riage. Most men would have called 
her strong-minded, but her beauty 
always compelled admiration, even 
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if they considered this ah undesir- 
able trait. She undoubtedly had 
opinions of her own, and sufficient 
intelligence to understand exactly 
why she had formed these conclu- 
sions. Even in this advanced age 
one will often hear men declare 
that they cannot bear a strong- 
minded woman, but they undoubt- 
edly associate strength of mind 
under these circumstances with 
ugliness of person and other dis- 
agreeable characteristics. This 
should not be so. A woman can 
be comely, handsome, even sub- 
limely beautiful, and still possess 
sufficient intelligence and strength 
of character not to follow blindly 
the dictates of fashion, and to think 
occasionally of something besides 
dress and her male admirers. The 
heroines of our extremely modern 
novels would have shocked and 
disgusted the readers of a quarter 
of a century ago. The angelic ex- 
pression, the alabaster complexion, 
the waist so small that one could 
span it, and the delicate, slender 
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form, which was possessed by 
nearly every heroine in novels writ- 
ten over half a century ago, have 
been banished. We are now in- 
formed that the angelic expression 
is simply the result of too much 
dreamy literature, combined with 
the lack of intelligent and practical 
training ; that an alabaster com- 
plexion is caused by scrofula, or 
disorders of the assimilative or- 
gans; that the wasp-like waist is 
brought about by crushing the 
vital organs of the body with bands 
of steel, which induces numerous 
physical ills not to be mentioned 
here ; that the delicate and slender 
form is caused by the want of ex- 
ercise and the non-observance of 
the fundamental principles of 
health. Thus have these perverted 
elements of beauty been dissected ; 
thus has it been proved that the 
taste can become distorted to such 
an extent as to admire even diseased 
conditions. 

These pasty, characterless hero- 
ines have had their day. Thinking 
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tnen everywhere are now conclud- 
ing that such love as a poorly 
sexed, weakly, dreamy specimen of 
womanhood is capable of bestow- 
ing will never last through misfor- 
tune or hardship. 

The remaining events passed like 
a dream to Harry. In many cases 
he did not even notice who won the 
contests. Edith apparently enjoyed 
them very much. Very few words 
passed between them, as she seemed 
to prefer watching the events to 
talking; and Harry was perfectly 
satisfied with an occasional glance 
at her and a pretense of being in- 
terested in the games. 

By le^ ving a little before the last 
event they managed to avoid the 
crowd and soon arrived at her home 

*'Won*t you come in, Mr. Moore?" 
she inquired, as she reached the 
steps that led up to the door. 

**No; it*s too late," answerer 
Harry. 

"I am so much indebted to you 
for the pleasant afternoon's enter- 
tainment; I enjoyed it hugely." 

*^l am glad of that." answered , 
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Harry, looking up into her clear 
eyes, as she stood on the step above 
him. 

''Miss Edith, may I call on you 
some evening soon? Do you know, 
I think we might become good 
friends if you would allow it," said 
he, with a very slight tinge of emo- 
tion in his voice. 

"I am sure I would like to have 
you come at any time, when I am 
not engaged,'^ said she pleasantly. 

**Well, when are you not en- 
gaged?'' smiling up at her. 

"Let's see," said she, knitting her 
eyebrows. "Nearly all the first of 
next week my evenings are taken 
up." Slight pause. **Can you come 
next Saturday evening?" 

"Not before then?" said he, in a 
disappointed tone, biting his lips 
and looking up at her with a half 
smile on his face. 

"Fm afraid not," said she, after 
thiaking a moment "I'll tell you 
what 111 do. I don*t know what 
evenings are engaged until I see 
CQusin Helen, so I will drop you a 
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note and let yoa know. WlJl that 
satisfy you?" looking at him archly. 

'*More than satisfy me/' said ha, 
with a look in his eyes that she 
could not well mistake. 

**Wcll, good-bye. I won't keep 
you standing here any longer,** con- 
tinued he, moving away. 

**Good-bye!" said she, holding 
out her hand. 

"Good-bye," answered Harry, as 
he struggled within himself to 
overcome the desire to kiss the 
gloved hand. 

He gave it, instead, a gentle press- 
ure and,"" held it for an instant, 
thrilled by the contact, in spite of 
the glove. "Good-bye," said he 
again, as he dropped her hand, and 
turning quickly, walked swiftly 
away as though afraid of himself. 

She stood looking after him with 
a pleased look in her eyes. 

^What shall I do with him?*' 
thought she: "shall I refuse him, as 
I have all the others? If certain of 
my intuitions, should I not decline 
his request tojcall^? But he is.such 
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a magnificent fellow^ and I do en* 
joy his presence so much. And, oh, 
but isn't he handsome!" 

She saw the result She knew 
very well that he was already in 
love with her. Harry's eyes had 
shown the true state of his feelings 
on several occasions that afternoon. 
She had vowed that she would 
never marry, and she intended to 
keep her word; but she hated to 
irive him up, and yet that was the 
proper course for her to pursue If 
she intended to keep her vow. For 
some time after entering the house 
she sat in her room wrapt in 
thought. All at once she arose from 
her chair. 

"Yes, I will let him call once any- 
way. I have a curiosity to know 
more about him," said she to her- 
self, as she began to remove her hat, 
standing before a large mirror on 
her dresser. 

The next Monday she wrote Har« 
ry a note, telling him that she found 
Wednesday evening unengaged, 
and, if he cared to call, she would 
be glad to see him then, igitizedbyv^oogle 



CHAPTER IV. 

It was well for Harry that com- 
petent employees were in charge of 
his business, for at that particular 
time his executive ability seemed 
on the wane ; and for one always 
noted for correctness and clearness 
of mind to make such errors was 
very surprising, and his clerks were 
unable to fathom the cause. It 
was reported that he had ''taken 
to drink"; and several other ex- 
planations, more or less plausable, 
had been offered. But the athletic 
games supplied another reason for 
his absence of mind. Several of 
his clerks had attended, and one 
saw Harry and Edith as they left 
the grounds. Early Monday morn- 
ing, he created a sensation by 
saying with an air of profound 
wisdom : 
" The mystery is explained." 
"What mystery?'* asked two or 
three. 
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IXThy, the Govemoi^s lack of 
wits for the last week.** 

** How is it explained ? ** one 
asked, expecting a joke. 

''Well, you know the Games 
Saturday?" 

*' Certainly." 

"Did you see the lady with 
him?" 

"* Ah, that's it ! " said one as he 
elevated his eyebrows and looked 
at the others knowingly. "We 
might have known there was a 
woman in the case." 

'*No wonder he is losing his 
mind ; she was the most beautiful 
woman I ever saw," continued the 
clerk who had started the tale. 

**Who was she ?" asked another. 

"I never saw her before. As 
long as he is after her, we can run 
the business, you can wager on 
that I thought he was a woman 
hater, but I have changed my 
mind." 

•*Did you get a good view of 
her?" 
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They all crowded around him 
anxious to hear the details. 

** Certainly I did. They passed 
only a short distance from me. She 
was a beauty. One of these queenly- 
looking women that move along as 
though they owned the earth and 
everything in it. My, but her eyes 
were fine, and the (Jovemor didn't 
see anybody but her, either. She 
was dressed peculiarly, but she was 
clear * out of sight ! ' " A whistle 
here expressed the admiration he 
failed to convey in words. 

They were still conversing about 
her when Harry arrived an hour 
later. 

Tuesday morning Harry received 
her note, inviting him to call the 
following evening. He answered 
it and accepted the invitation. 

The next evening Harry awaited 
her in their luxurious drawing- 
rooms. Her greeting was cordial, 
and when he took the hand she 
extended to him, and surveyed her, 
a pleasant emotion thrilled him. 
It was hard for this impetuous, 
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passionate man to control himself ; 
but not because his emotions \vere 
of a low sensual nature. In the 
great love he had acquired for Edith 
in such a short time there was 
nothing gross or evil. He placed 
her in an elevated sphere. AH his 
thoughts of her were pure. He did 
not desire her for a mistress, but 
for a life companion. He idealized 
her ; he worshiped her. 

" But suppose I cannot win her 
love," he thought. " If not, I would 
not care to marry her. I love her 
too well for that J I want to see her 
happy. I would do anything for 
her, and expect nothing in return. 
If I thought she could be happier 
with another than with me, I would 
assist her to marry him,*' was his 
conclusion in his great magnani- 
mous love. She was his goddess, 
his religion. 

They conversed for a time on un- 
important subjects. Harry rarely 
lost control of himself ; no matter 
how strong his inner emotions 
might be : he could always talk 
fluently on almost any subject* t 
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*^Now, Miss Edith, won't you teK 
me what first caused you to interest 
yourself in physical culture ?" asked 
Harry. 

•• Yes, I will, because I believe it 
will interest you, and possibly help 
to establish as truth some theories 
you may have already," answered 
she. 

" Well, to begin," said she in her 
musical voice, so pleasant to his 
ear, '^at the age of sixteen I was 
awkward, ugly and weak." 

"Now really, Miss Edith, you 
don't wish me to believe that," in- 
terrupted Harry, smiling at her. 
" Did you not say awkward and 
ugly ? Impossible ! " continued he, 
surveying her from head to foot. 

** Please remember that was eight 
years ago," in tones slightly con- 
fused. "And if you interrupt 
again, I won't say another word. 
You see I'm not ashamed of my 
age," continued she ; " but don't tell 
everyone." 

** Never a word, if you will only 
finish your story," answered Harry, 
smiling. .^^t^ 
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" Now, as I said before, I was 
awkward, ugly," smiling at him, 
*'and very sickly. Both of my par- 
ents died before I was twelve. My 
aunt with whom I lived after this 
aiwa3rs called me strong-mindea 
and disobedient. Now if I follow 
the truth, it may be necessary for 
me to touch on subjects which can 
hardly be discussed with propriety 
by you and me," said she, as sh6 
hesitated. 

'*If," said Harry, «I understand 
your character aright, we can, with 
perfect propriety, converse on any 
subject that affects the life of man 
or woman. How I do hate the 
prude, who is always fearful some 
indelicate subject will be broached." 

"How closely we agree, Mr. 
Moore. I have often thought that 
if women were not so much affected 
with mock modesty, they would be 
much healthier and happier. A 
girl grows to maturity in ignorance 
of the most important laws that 
affect her physical life, and because 
of this ignorance, there comes a^^^^ip 
time when she must suffer alone in ^ 



mental and physical agony, until 
hard experience or a kind friend 
informs her of the truth." 

Edith's face became animated 
with enthusiasm. Her eyes grew 
brighter and she was oblivious of 
the sex of her auditor. These 
thoughts filled her brain day after 
day. In these enthusiastic mo- 
ments there seemed to be but one 
life work for her, and that was to 
assist in dispelling this ignorance, 
from which she, in her youth, 
suffered so much mental and 
physical agony. That was her 
reason for vowing she would never 
marry. 

She paused for a moment, sitting 
there wrapped in thought, looking 
straight ahead with nothing before 
her, but the images her thoughts 
conveyed. 

Harry did not dare to interrupt 
her. He saw her mental condition. ' 
He saw the light of genius upon 
her countenance, and his love for 
her as a woman was lost in his deep 
interest. 
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•*From a physical standpoint, 
what a curse civilization has been," 
continued she. "Our girls grow 
into butterflies, with no strength 
of character,'no strength of will, no 
strength of intellect, and with ugly 
and deformed bodies. How often 
do we see a woman that is beauti- 
ful, even according to the present 
depraved standard of beauty? 
They are scarce ; and beautiful 
women, according to the natural 
standard, exist only in the imagi- 
nation. Our girls, every one of 
them, could develop into fine hand- 
some women. But no, they must 
be sent to hot house schools, where 
they try to develop a powerful 
brain in their weakly bodies. Ten 
and twelve years of their life is 
spent in these schools, and five 
years after graduation, all the prac- 
tical knowledge that has been 
retained could have been easily 
learned in one year of hard study. 
As soon as they enter their teens, a 
corset must be worn to shape their 
waists. Why don't they also wear t 
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a clamp to shape their noses, or 
additional corsets to shape their 
legs ? And those boarding schools, 
what terrible disease and vice* 
breeding institutions many of them 
are ! No physical life ; no physical 
exercise; all mental work and 
emotional life. The dull routine 
of study in many schools is relieved 
only by the pleasure that can be 
derived from sickly and nonsensical 
novels. How I would like to ffe.t 
mto such an institution and stir 
them up/' 

She paused, and looked at him, 
her eyes bright with enthusiasm. 

" Do I bore you ? " she asked. 

'' No ! a thousand times no ! I 
could sit here and listen to you 
forever. You are giving voice to 
the sentiments that are in accord 
with the conclusions my own rea- 
soning has deduced," answered he, 
some of the enthusiasm being con- 
veyed to him in sympathy. 

** But the story of my dwn life, I 
have forgotten that," said she 
smiling faintly. ^ , 
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" Well, my aunt was very religious; 
she made me read two chapters in 
the Bible every day. Every book 
she allowed me to read contained a 
religious moral of some kind. I 
naturally became very religious 
under such training. When I was 
fifteen my reflection in the mirror 
began to interest me, and after 
comparing it with others who 
were beautiful, I became painfully 
aware of my own uncomeliness. 
My bones were prominent, my 
figure had not a single line of 
beauty. When this fact became 
clear it nearly broke my heart. 
I would sit in the corner of a dark 
room, and cry for hours. I prayed 
with all the intensity of my soul that 
God would take away my ugliness ; 
but I grew more angular every day. 
Finally my aunt noticed my droop- 
ing spirits, and a physician was 
called in to prescribe for my ail* 
ment But I was so shy and 
prudish and gave him so little in- 
formation that he finally dia;piosed 
my complaint as malaria. I went 
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on from bad to worse. The medi- 
cines prescribed for me were nasty, 
and did me no good, and in a mo- 
ment of disgust I vowed I would 
take no more ; and I didn't. Why 
do I not become strong and healthy 
like other girls ? I would ask myself 
over and over again. I envied even 
those of the most common appear- 
ance, their rounded limbs and 
apparently healthy bodies. All 
this time, my aunt insisted on my 
wearing a tight corset, 'to mould 
your figure,' she said. *You will 
never grow shapely unless you 
wear this,' was her daily comment 
when I complained of the discom- 
fort. 

"But one day, while visiting a 
friend, a book on physical culture 
attracted my attention, and I read 
two or three chapters therein with 
intense interest. When I started 
home my friend was kind enough 
to offer to loan it to me. I tried 
some of the exercises illustrated in 
the book immediately on my arrival 
home. The next day nearly every 
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part of my body Wad sore to the 
touchy and I concluded that it would 
be of no benefit to zne. But after 
reading further, I found that such 
would be the case at first, if the 
exercise was taken too vigorously, 
and that the soreness would entire- 
ly disappear in a short time. It 
was my last hope, and I went to 
work with a wilL I was learning to 
rely on myself greatly, as the advice 
of my aunt rarely seemed to be ol 
value to me. She laughed when 
I started on what she called *my 
new freak.' After practicing the 
exercises regularly for two weeks 
I felt stronger, my arms looked 
rounder and more full when I 
examined them in the mirror. I 
threw my corset away as the book 
instructed, and redoubled my 
efforts. After exercising about a 
month, I began to improve very 
rapidly. My body had merely been 
waiting for the beneficial influence 
of the necessary exercise to start it 
growing. From that time on I was 
an enthusiast I read everything 
in the public Ubraries on tha '^S'^ 



subject. My aunt was amazed 
at my wonderful improvement, 
and I finally induced her to 
try the remedy herself, and 
she derived much benefit from 
it 

" That was eight years ago, and 
I can truly say that my interest in 
this subject has been constantly 
increasing. It is too much neg- 
lected, and does not receive the atten- 
tion which it deserves. Now, I've 
told you my story ; you are expected 
to tell me yours," said she as she 
finished, gazing at Harry, who had 
listened to her every word with 
rapt attention. 

" I thank you so much," answered 
he. "You cannot imagine how 
interesting it was to me. I will tell 
you my experience if it will inter- 
est you, but I am afraid you won't 
enjoy it." 

"Indeed I will, so please com- 
mence." 

Harry narrated his experience in 
his concise, frank way, and she 
listened with pleased attention. 
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** Do you know, Mr. Moore, our 
experiences do not differ greatly/' 
was her comment as he finished. 

"True ; there is a certain degree 
of similarity all through," answered 
he. 

" I still make my home with my 
auut, though my parents left me an 
income which makes me independ- 
ent of her." 

"Well, you have much to be 
thankful for, if finances never 
bother you," said Harry. " I have 
always been most ambitious to make 
a reputation in some profession of 
a literary nature, but the extreme 
importance of financial independ- 
ence has been so forced upon me 
that all my energies have been spent 
towards its acquirement. Many 
times I vowed that when my savings 
would purchase sufficient govern- 
ment bonds to insure me a mere 
living I would retire from business, 
and devote my entire time to im- 
proving my mental and physical 
resources; but when that time 
came I changed my mind." 
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" It is such a sordid existence— a 
life given up entirely to the mere 
accumulation of wealth." 

"Very true; but how few are 
interested in anjrthing else. In 
fact, necessity requires the average 
individual to give his entire time 
and energies in exchange for suflS- 
cient funds to support himself and 
family. Under such circumstances 
the struggle of life is very hard, 
and when the hours of leisure do 
* come, there is often a craving for 
stimulant to buoy up the spirits 
and to drive away thoughts of past 
suffering; hence recreation in many 
instances assumes the form of 
dissipation." 

Somehow Harry felt as free from 
restraint when conversing with her, 
as he would with one of his male 
friends. He had always enjoyed 
pleasures of an intellectual charac- 
ter, and to meet one possessing the 
strong mental powers of Edith, and 
to have the pleasure of exchanging 
views with her on subjects nearest 
his heart, was a privilege he 
thoroughly appreciated. 
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" Well, with dissipation so near 
at hand, and so universal, how could 
we expect anything else? " answered 
she. 

" Very true ; though I have often 
thought that the habit of wearing 
tight corsets, now so prevalent 
among woman, lowered the phys- 
ical condition of the human race 
far more than the use of intoxicat- 
ing liquors." 

" You are probably not far wrong 
in that conclusion. When one has 
occasion to frequent the shopping 
districts of any large city, and sees 
the physical wrecks that have 
resulted from tight corsets and 
other insane ideas for creating 
beauty of face and form, he can 
hardly be blamed for wondering 
what excuse we have after all for 
calling ourselves civilized," said 
Edith, while her features became 
animated with the same enthusiasm 
which he remembered seeing a few, 
moments ago. 

"A few months ago, a woman 
temperance lecturer of whom I had 
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often heard gave her talk near my 
home, and I determined to go, and 
also to take two or three friends 
whom I had been tiying to reform. 
I cannot tell you how disappointed 
I was. Such a woman to be an 
advocate of temperance! I was 
ashamed of her as soon as she 
arose. She was laced so tightly 
that it actually interfered with her 
enunciation. And to me her lecture 
was very disappointing. She laid 
great emphasis on the fact that in- 
temperance was against the laws of 
God ; that the Bible forbade the 
use of intoxicating liquors in any 
form. And in her peroration she 
said, *' Look at the children it has 
made homeless, fatherless, mother- 
less» and at the jails and insane 
asylums it has filled,' etc., etc. 
There was much truth in all she 
said ; but as she finished I was 
wondering why she failed to men- 
tion that alcoholic liquors ruined 
the digestive and assimilative 
organs; that they weakened, and 
in some cases entirely destroyed 
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the physical power and beauty ; 
that they animalized the very best 
part of man's nature; that they 
sapped his very manhood and force 
of character ; that no man ever in- 
dulged intemperately for any length 
of time and still retained his manly 
vigor ; that if a desire existed 
for this unnatural and poisonous 
stimulant, a diseased condition was 
indicated, and that the only way to 
permanently remedy this condition 
was to uproot the cause. For in- 
stance) by living contrary to all 
laws of health, lack of exercise, 
proper foods, etc., a debilitated 
condition is the result. The victim 
naturally feels weak and often con- 
cludes that a stimulant is needed. 
Though a stimulant may revive 
the depression momentarily, if in- 
dulged in regularly the craving 
continually grows stronger until 
life is agony without it. Further- 
more, the dose must be constantly 
increased to produce the same 
effect, and all the time it is tearing 
down the physical forces. Now 
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instead of giving way to the desire 
for this stimulant, one should 
merely remedy the cause of his 
desire for it. If health has disap- 
peared because of a sedentary life, 
take long walks in the open air, 
take up regular physical training ; 
if the weakness has resulted from 
other deviations from the path of 
right living, the remedy is the 
same — stop the cause. But this 
lecturer failed to call attention to 
all this ; with her, it was a matter 
of religion altogether. There was 
very little practical reasoning in 
her talk. Now those who most 
need reformation are rarely reli- 
g^ious, and the most sensible method 
for interesting them in a life of 
temperance is by plain reasoning. 
I do not believe much good will 
ever result from the present method ' 
of treating the temperanpo ques- 
tion. Children should be taught 
that if alcoholic drinks are tabooed 
that they will be happier, healthier 
and stronger for it. Never until 
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our educational system recognizes 
the necessity for creating and culti- 
vating a love in our growing boys 
and g^rls for physical power and 
beauty will temperance be greatly 
practiced.'' 

''Mr. Moore, you should be on 
the lecture platform as an advocate 
of temperance," said Edith, smiling 
enthusiastically as he paused. 
^ You talk like a reformer." 
^" Yes ; I might make a good lec- 
turer. 'The spirit is. willing/ and 
Fm sure * the flesh is not weak,' " 
answered Harry, returning her 
smile. 

"No; I'll vouch for that I'm 
sure there was no sign of weakness 
when you won that race last Satur- 
day," answered Edith. The remem- 
brance of his appearance on that 
day gave to her features an expres- 
sion that caused Harry for the mo- 
ment entirely to forget' the temper- 
«uice question. 

** Can you tell me why it is that 
women will persist in destroying 
their beauty and ruining their 
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health with tight lacing?'' asked 
Harry, after a pause of a moment 

^Because it is the fashion, and, 
furthermore, the average girl holds 
the opinion that her figure will 
never be properly moulded if the 
device is not worn." 

** Every woman must admit that 
she caters to the taste of the oppo- 
site sex in endeavoring to make 
herself more beautiful and attrad 
ive?'' 

"Yes; that is true.** 

** Well, they certainly do not cater 
to the taste of the better class of 
intelligent men by squeezing their 
waists to such small and delicate 
dimensions. I have often heard 
men ridicule the wasp-waisted 
woman, though they had never 
heard of physical culture or hy- 
giene. I have often followed women 
who were laced excessively merely 
to hear the remarks made in refer* 
ence to them, and these comments 
would rarely be of a complimentary 
nature. * Look at that fool,' I heard 
a man remark to his companion as 
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he turned and viewed a tighlly<» 
laced woman who had just passed 
him. I firmly believe that the 
'corset curse' is as bad as the 
* drink curse/ and I would try as 
hard to save my sister from one as 
I would to save my brother from 
the other." 

'' I see, Mr. Moore, that you are 
much better posted about my sex 
than I am about yours ; but I en* 
tirely agree with you in the senti* 
ments you have just uttered." 

*' Suppose we change the subject 
and you entertain me with a song," 
said Harry, believing that they had 
discussed serious subjects enough 
for one night, and smiling at her 
in his bright, frank way. 

''Now you are laughing," said 
he, as her smile deepened into a 
musical laugh. 

'' I was amused at the topics of 
conversation into which we hav« 
ontted to-nignt. I never conversed 
with an unprofessional man as I 
did with you this evening. I hope 
you did not consider it improper 
on my part?" atill smilinx. gtzedbyvjoogle 



''How could 1 ?'* looking at her 
frankly with his clear eyes. ** You 
were carried away with interest in 
your subject. Anyway, *To the 
pure all is pure/ and * Evil to hint • 
who evil thinks/ These quotations 
express my views most admirably. 
I have also deviated from that 
which would be considered proper 
by those of conventional minds. I 
would not dare repeat the offence 
in the presence of the ordinary 
woman. But you are so different," 
continued he. 

" In what way am I different? " 

''If you would ask me in what 
way you are not different, the an- 
swer would be easier." 

** Shall I take that as a compli- 
ment? From most men it would 
mean nothing/' said she, in a ban* 
tering tone. 

" It was meant to be of a compli- 
mentary nature, and I believe that 
you understood it that way. Now, 
own up ? Didn't you ? " looking at 
her and smiling. 

*' Yes ; I suppose I did," glancing 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



I02 



At him archly, " but you Once told 
me that you never passed compli« 
ments." 

** Very true ; but it is always un- 
derstood that present company be 
excepted," answered he. 

"Ah, I see." 

*• How about the song you were 
•:o sinp: ? " 

*• I didn't promise.- 

** I know ; but you will, won't 
you ? " 

" Now, please ! " in a persuasive, 
beseeching tone^ as she seemed to 
hesitate. 

•* Very well, 111 do my best ; but 
I rarely sing," rising and moving 
towards the piano. 

How proud and graceful she ap- 
peared! Her step was as stately 
as that of a queen. 

" Still, I do not believe she is too 
proud," thought he, " She is beauti- 
ful ; she would be a fool if she did 
not know it Just such women as 
she have ruled nations time and time 
again by making their beauty and 
intellect the 'power behind the 
throne,*** 
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Then he thought himself rather 
audacious in attempting to win 
such a glorious creature. 

"She is entirely too good and 
beautiful for me/' thought he, 
watching her as she nonchalantly 
turned the music, endeavoring tc 
select a suitable song. 

" You lazy fellow," said she, look 
ing over towards him ; "come and 
help me in my search." 

He arose from the comfortable 
rocker and went over towards her. 

"How would you like this?** 
handing him a sheet of music. 

" I'm not familiar with it. Oh, 
sing anything you like; I'm no 
judge of music. I believe, though, 
that your voice would be beautiful, 
regardless of the song," said he, 
turning the music near him, and 
appearing not to notice the glance 
she gave him as he finished the 
sentence. 

"Now, for that, do you know 
what I shall do ?" said she, glanc- 
ing at him playfully. 

"No; what is it? I'm interest- 
ed," answered he, surprised. 
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'^ I shall make you sing to me.** 

"Makemc?** 

"Yes." 

** Suppose I refuse to obey ; what • 
then?" 

"Then abide by the most serious 
consequences/' said she, in tones of 
mock horror. 

''Pray, my fair maid, what are 
these consequences ?" asked he, in 
a bantering tone, raising his eye- 
brows. 

" If you don't sing to me, I— I—" 

**You will what?" as she hesi- 
tated, still turning the musia 

He was gazing at her with his 
soul in his eyes. He knew his secret 
would be revealed if she looked up ; 
but a strange feeling of tenderness 
towards her made him powerless. 

"What are the consequences?" 
placing his hand on hers as it lay 
on the piano. 

She slowly withdrew her hand 
without answering and appeared 
not to notice his action. 

The momentary contact as his 
hand lay on hers made his every 
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nerve fhrill with strange pleasure, 
and as she drew her hand away, he 
bit bis lips, drew a long breath and 
moved a step from her. She was 
so near ; the temptation to slip his 
arm around her and pour out from 
the very depth of his soul his great, 
passionate love was too strong. He 
moved a step away that he might 
be able to resist it He could see 
her rounded bosom rise and fall 
with her regular breathing. The 
sight was to him maddening, intox- 
icating! He could bear it no longer. 
He turned away from her without 
a word, and sank into the chair he 
had just left 

*• Please sing to me," said he, in a 
pleading voice, breaking the silence 
after a moment, not looking her 
way. 

As he turned away she looked 
after him and saw that his features 
were tense from strong emotion he 
was trying to control 

** Have you no desire to know the 
consequences ?" asked she, turning 
her fine eyes full upon him with a 
soft expression of interest shining 
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•* Yes ; what are they ? •* glancing 
at her for an instant, and smiling 
faintly. 

''If you do not sing, I will not 
sing,** answered she. 

'• What a terrible penalty ! How 
could you be so cruel? Select a 
song and I'll sing it immediately/' 
answered he, in exaggerated tones 
of anxiety, with his eyes still turned 
from her. 

She enjoyed the power she held 
over this great, strong man. She 
realized the injustice of using it 
after having concluded that she 
could never return the affection 
which she had reason to believe he 
entertained for her. She admired 
his frankness, his honesty, his leo- 
nine physique, and enjoyed his pres* 
ence far more than any one she had 
ever met before. She failed to note 
that this was a dangerous sign if 
she intended never to return his 
love. She miscalculated her own 
strength. On numerous occasions 
she had come in contact with those 
of the masculine sex for whom she 
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had acquired a passing regard, but 
she believed the time would never 
come when this regard would grow 
beyond her own control The fact 
that Harry possessed that which 
was peculiarly attractive to her— 
mental and physical beauty and 
power — she did not seriously con- 
sider. She was confident of her 
own strength, and having willed 
her life to a higher purpose than 
mere marriage, she vowed that her 
determination would not change. 
But she loved pleasure, this beau- 
tiful woman. "And why," thought 
she, "should I deny myself the en- 
joyment of this man's society, 
merely because I have reason to 
believe he loves me. I may be en- 
tirely wrong. Well, suppose he 
does ; what harm will be done if 
he merely- sees me occasionally ? " 
Thus she had dismissed the subject 
from her mind. 

" You come and select your own 
song," was her answer to his re* 
quest that she choose a song for 
him. 
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' Really, Miss Edith, I can't sing ; 
but if you insist, I will try," rising 
and coming towards her. 

•* Well, if you try, that will sat- 
isfy me." 

"You will play the accompani* 
ment, won't you ? " asked he. 

"Yes." 

**How will this suit you?" 
throwing an old song over towards 
her. 

''Ah, that's splendid,'' said she, 
opening the music and placing it 
on the holder. 

He sang it through in a fine tenor 
voice ; though lacking cultivation, 
it was clear, sympathetic and 
musical. 

** Don't tell me that you can not 
sing again," said she, turning 
towards him. 

" Why, do you think I can ?" 

" I certainly do." 

"That shows how much your 
musical education has been neg* 
lected," said he, as he dodged the 
blow she aimed at him with her fan. 

** Now, I won't sing at all," said 
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she, turning from him with an ex- 
pression of a spoiled child upon her 
features. 

" Yes, you will,'' said he, coming 
back, placing his hands on her 
shoulders, and turning her on the 
stool, with her face towards him. 
**Now won't you?" continued he. 
"Please do," with love in every 
intonation of his voice. 

One of his hands still rested on 
her shoulder, and she looked up in 
his eyes, and was stirred with a 
singular, delicious emotion. 

**Arc you sure you wish me to 
sing?'* asked she, her eyes, for an 
instant, unconsciously returning 
the light of love that shone within 
his own. 

, « Very sure," still looking down at 
her. 

"Very well," sighing faintly as 
she turned to the piano. 

She sang him a light song with- 
out the notes. He stood near, 
leaning on the edge of the piano, 
surveying her as she sang. Every 
note seemed sweeter than any 

Digitized by VJ\^<^ V iC 



music he had ever before heard. 
The very sound of her voice was 
to him at all times most exquisite 
music — but to hear her sing was 
divine. It carried him up to the 
realms of heaven. He stood there 
as though in a dream, intoxicated 
with her musical voice and with her 
beauty. 

" I see you don't like my voice," 
turning towards him as he failed 
to make comment. 

"Don't like it!" repeated he, 
smiling. "'Like' is too weak to 
express my opinion of your voice. 
I love it. I could stand here and 
listen to you forever, and never 
tire," in emotionate tones. 

She looked away and a serious 
expression flitted over her face, as 
she said : /^ 

" Please don't ridioule me, Mr. 
Moore." 

She knew that he meant every 
word, but she felt that he was 
showing his regard for her too 
plainly to be exactly in accordance 
with her ideas of propriety. 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 
III 



He saw the expression of her 
countenance change, and imme- 
diately surmised the cause. 

" Really, Miss Edith, allow me to 
apologize if I have offended you ; 
out I was certainly not ridiculing 
you. No one would dare attempt 
that/' in conciliatory tones. 

" Please forgive me, won't you ? " 
coming close to her side and bend- 
ing over her. 

"There is nothing to forgive,** 
said she, looking up at him. 

" Then why that serious expres- 
sion ? " asked he. 

"Is my expression serious? I 
didn't know it," a faint smile break- 
ing out, and lighting up her coun- 
tenance as she gazed at him. 

" Miss Edith, I have known you 
but a short time, though I have al- 
ready learned that not for the world 
would I lose your esteem. Will 
you help me to retain it?" asked 
he, looking down at her seriously. 

" I think there is but little danger 
of your losing it, Mr. Moore," 
answered she, turning her eyes 
from him. 
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" You think ! Try to be sure of 
it, won't you? My nature is ex- 
tremely impulsive. Sometimes I 
impetuously act in a way which I 
afterwards seriously regret. Will 
you promise never to allow any 
slight, hasty action on my part to 
seriously offend you?" asked he, 
with his voice a trifle husky with 
emotion. 

" I will promise if you wish it," 
answered she, looking up at him 
frankly with her clear eyes. 

" I thank you so much for that 
promise. I hope the necessity for 
reminding you of it will never 
occur," returning her frank gaze 
with one equally as sincere. 

^' Can it be possible that it is so 
late?" asked Harry as he looked 
at his watch. ^* I am afraid that I 
bored you with my long call." 

" No ; on the contrary, you have 
most pleasantly entertained me," 
answered she, rising. ''But why 
hurry ? It very often happens that 
I retire later than this," continued 
she, sinking into a comfortable 
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J ** By staying later, I would impose 
on your generous hospitality/* an- 
swered Harry, moving towards the 
door. 

" Oh no, you won't ; sit down,** 
said she, pointing to a chair. 

A few moments later he arose to 
take his leave. 

*' Miss Edith, when will you allow 
me to see you again ? May it not 
be some time soon ? " 

** Mr. Moore, I have been trying 
for the past few minutes to say that 
which may be as unpleasant to you 
as to me. It is a duty which I feel 
must be performed. I have en- 
joyed yourvisit this evening greatly, 
our opinions are so near alike, but 
I believe it will be better for us not 
""o see much of each other. I must 
idmit that I admire you, your 
character, your honesty, your men- 
tal and physical individuality. If 
certain that this admiration would 
not go beyond friendship on either 
side, I would freely seek your com- 
panionship and fully enjoy it But 
I am afraid — afraid even of myself. 
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My life has been given up to this 
great purpose of warning my suf- 
fering sex of the evils from which 
they are to-day suffering so se- 
verely.'* 

Again he saw her eyes g^ow 
bright, her features become ani- 
mated with an enthusiasm that 
showed clearer than words her will- 
ingness to sacrifice everything to 
this great cause. An expression of 
anguish flashed across his face as 
her full meaning became clear to 
him. 

" But why should my friendship 
interfere with your ambition in the 
slightest degree? Your desire is a 
noble one, and deserves encourage- 
ment, and if I could assist you in 
any way it would please me 
greatly," in emotionate tones, look- 
ing at her seriously. 

** Now, please don't misunder- 
stand me," standing near and gaz- 
ing at him frankly. " I am your 
friend, and, as I said before,! admire 
and respect you ; but I believe that 
it will be best for our mutual good 
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not to be too much in each other's 
society." Slight pause. 

** It has cost me a great effort to 
tell you this/* said she, her voice 
slightly tinged with emotion, '' but 
by telling you now I will be saved 
from unjust censure in the future.'* 

How beautiful she looked as she 
stood there under the soft light of 
the chandelier, her usual rich color 
much deepened by her emotions. 
The hard Dngntness of ambition 
had died from her eyes, and in its 
place was a soft, gentle expression 
of sympathy for him who stood be- 
fore her, revealing by the anguish 
io bis eyes how much her words 
caused him to suffer. 

•• I thank you, T thank you. Miss 
Edith, for your kindness," turning 
his eyes from her and gazing at the 
floor. " Of course, if } ou have de- 
cided, I can say nothing ; but it 
will hurt me greatly. I rarely meet 
a member of your sex who awakens 
the deep respect and admiration I 
have for you, and when you tell me 
that your purpose in life is such 
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that it will be to our mutual ad- 
vantage to shun each other's so- 
city, it~it hurts me cruelly! Won't 
you reconsider your decision ? — 
won't you, Miss Edith ?' in husky 
tones, again looking into her eyes 
as he awaited her reply. 

"Yes, willingly," she answered, 
after a slight pause ; '* out I do not 
believe my determination will be 
altered in the least." 

*' Thank you/' slight pause. 

"Good night," he said suddenly, 
taking her hanu for a moment, then 
quickly turning, he entered the 
hall, and was out the front door in 
a moment, his features rigid from 
the great, effort he was making to 
control his emotions. 
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Ko pleasant emotion thrilled his 
nerves as he touched Edith's hand 
in farewell that night ; it seemed 
cold and lifeless. He went out into 
the darkness of the night almost 
choked with contending emotions. 
He walked swiftly in his endeavor 
to obliterate the despairing images 
of his agitated mind ; but no, 
stronger and stronger they crowded 
upon him. On and on he strode 
with no thought of his destination 
—only a desire to discard the ago- 
nizing thoughts of the moment. 
Many gazed at him in wonder as 
he rushed by them in his mad walk; 
but he saw no one. He was experi- 
encing, for the first time, the bitter- 
ness of an apparently hopeless love. 
He was too agitated to reason 
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• clearly ; but therconclusion seemed 
plain that Edith had no desire to 
meet him again. She was the very 
realization of his highest ideal — in 
face, in form, in character. He had 
searched for this ideal so long that 
the joy of her discovery was only 
equaled by the intensity of his mis- 
ery at the thought of losing her. 

The streets of the city had been 
left far behind ; he was making his 
way along the paths of a magnificent 
park. His steps were growing less 
speedy, he was making less effort to 
control the emotion, which swept 
over him, wave after wave, with 
constantly increasing intensity; and 
as he sank into a seat by the side 
of the path a great sob rent his 
powerful frame. There in the si- 
lence and darkness of the night, sob 
after sob made this great, strong 
man quiver like an aspen leaf. He 
sat there leaning forward with his 
head resting on his hand for some- 
time. His nature was peculiarly 
affectionate. The early death of 
his parents bad caused the environ- 
ments of his youth to be lacking in 
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the sjnnpathy which his nature . 
craved. After he grew to manhood, 
no one of the opposite sex appeared 
who could satisfy this strong yearn- 
ing for love, and now that he had 
found one upon whom he could 
lavish all this intense affection — to 
have her reject it as worthless was 
torture to him. 

Suddenly the full consciousness of 
his weakness came over him. 
** What ! " muttered he, " you, Harry 
Moore, weeping — and for what? 
For a woman you have known but 
little over a week? And why do 
you weep for her ? Did her words 
leave absolutely no hope for me ? " 

He reviewed the conversation 
with her that immediately preceded 
his departure. 

** Why, you're a fool ! " said he to 
himself after a few moments' 
thought. "Did she not say that 
she was afraid — ^afraid of herself, 
and that this fear was her reason 
for not desiring my presence ?" A 
smile which contrasted strangely 
with his previous expression lighted 
his features. 
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"What do I care for her ambi- 
tion ? Why should marriage inter- 
fere with it?" 

Now that he had gained his usual 
self-confidence, he recalled many 
of her words which encouraged him. 

He looked around for some famil- 
iar object that he might know how 
far he had gone. He sauntered 
along in his search. 

"Well, what a fool I've been! 
Now rU win her for spite to re- 
munerate me for the suffering I 
have had to endure," said he to 
himself, his spirits rising with the 
jest. 

'Til doit!" he ejaculated sud- 
denly, as an idea occurred to him. 
"A run from here home will do 
more to dissipate this gloom than 
anything I can do. It would make 
me perspire as freely as would a 
Turkish bath, and Til warrant there' 
won't be the smallest trace left of 
this morbidness when I arrive at 
home." He buttoned w;) his coat 
atjd with his long swinging stride 
immediately started on what was 
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probably at>oat a three-mile ruii. 
In a short time he arrived at bis 
apartments with the blood bound- 
ing through every artery and the 
perspiration dripping from every 
pore. He quickly removed his 
clothes and underwear, which was 
saturated with absorbed perspira- 
tion, and began the slow process of 
drying the surface of his body with 
some soft Turkish towels that he 
always used. 

A few moments after, in a light, 
fleecy night-robe, with the lights 
turned out and the windows wide 
open, he strode up and down, en- 
joying the cool breezes which played 
around him. The exercise had 
cleared his brain ; he felt like a new 
being, every nerve, every muscle 
throbbed with power, ^nd at mo- 
ments these superb physical ener- 
gies intoxicated him with their 
intensity. 

When he recalled his weakness 
of an hour or so ago, he could 
hardly realize it 

" * What fools we mortals oe ! ' " he 
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i|uoted to himself. ** Mow coUld 1 
have arrived at such a morbid state! 
I feel now as though nothing were 
too difficult to accomplish, as 
though even the unattainable were 
within reach/' commented he as he 
stood before the open window, in- 
haling deep draughts of pure air. 
' " She is mine ! I will win her ! " 
emphasized he. " My ambitions, my 
success, my very existence, depend 
upon it Without her I will be a 
nonenity," were his conclusions at 
that moment. 

With his mind thus buoyed with 
confidence, he sank into a deep 
sleep immediately upon retiring. 



Edith was far from being as cold 
and calm as she pretended during 
the conversation that occurred im- 
mediately preceding Harry's de- 
parture. She had resolved after 
much serious thought that the 
course pursued was the only honor- 
able one. Her reason for insisting 
that , he remain was that she might 
compose herself and tell him all 
without betraying emotion. Jfe^^oogle 



showed the least feeling the effect 
of her words would have been lost; 
this she realized thoroughly. The 
task was difficult and unpleasant 
for her, but she believed that her 
proper course was to be honest 
She acknowledged to herself that, 
should she give him the opportun- 
ity, he might be able to win her 
love ; but she feared the result too 
much to take the risk. She saw 
the tremendous effort he made to 
control his emotions as he turned 
and bid her " good night," and it 
affected her deeply. She remained 
for sometime where he left her, 
deeply wrapped in thought, but 
her conclusion was that she had 
selected the only honorable course. 
She knew that many of her sex 
would have hugely enjoyed lead- 
ing him on to a proposal without 
revealing the low hypocrisy in 
their hearts, but she loathed such 
deceit 

"Edith! Edith!" called Helen 
from the head of the stairs. 

"What is it, dear?" answered 
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Edith, coming to the door. 
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" When are you coming to bed f 
Vm so lonesome," in mournful tones. 

" I'm coming at once," smiling. 

" Well, I think you should. Why, 
you are a regular night owl remain- 
ing up so late," continued she, as 
Edith started to ascend. 

" If I be a night owl, why are you 
up so late ? " 

''Oh, I was reading a delicious 
novel." 

**Yes, so I supposed. Has the 
heroine fallen into the hero's arms 
yet?" asked Edith, as she neared 
Helen's side. 

*'Not yet; but I think she will 
very soon," answered Helen, laugh- 
ing. 

" Now, you come to bed, you 
sleepy girl," said Edith, as she put 
her arms around her cousin's waist. 
** How pretty you look this evening 
in that negligee gown with that 
belt around your waist." 

''Ah, pshaw ! look pretty in this 
costume ?— impossible I " 

" Why impossible ? " asked Edith, 
elevating her eyebrows, stepping 
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away from her cousin and gazing 
at her as they entered the softly 
lighted bedroom. 

''Because I am so^ unshapely 
without my corset/' 

** That's simply your perverted 
ideas of beauty. When your corset 
is adjusted, your shoulders are 
forced upward, giving them a 
square appearance that destroys all 
lines of beauty ; but now, just as 
you are, your figure is charming." 

"Ah, but your ideas of beauty 
are so unconventional — so different 
from others." 

" There is a sinuous grace about 
your figure now that gives one the 
idea of a living, breathing, beauti- 
ful body. How entrancingly lovely 
you would be if all your attainable 
physical beauty was developed. 
Your arms would grow larger, 
firmer, rounder and more beautiful 
in shape ; there would be strength, 
grace and suppleness in every out- 
line of your figure, in your every 
movement. Now, Helen, do follow 
my advice — won't you ? " asked 
Edith, a$ she squeezed her cousin's 
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arm and looked into her pretty, 
light-brown eyes. 

" ril commence to-morrow, * Coz/ 
and do just as you say." 

"Really?" 

" Yes." 

"Well, my first command is, burn 
all your corsets." 

" I cannot do that." 

" Why not ? " 

"I can if I give away all the 
dresses I have and buy new ones 
instead. All the dresses I have 
now were made to wear with a cor- 
set, and I couldn't wear them with- 
out one." 

"No, I suppose not. Well, I 
would like the pleasure of burning 
the dresses, or else that of giving 
them away. Some day I would like 
to see you a happy wife, the mother 
of fine, healthy children — tight lac- 
ing will certainly destroy all possi- 
bility of such a future for you 
Your countenance will become 
careworn, your cheeks sunken, your 
eyes will lose their lustre, and 
wrinkles will appear long before 
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you reach what really should be the 
prime of life, if you persist in living 
without exercise, and in the use of 
this instrument of torture. Of 
course, you inrould say that it was 
worry and household cares that 
caused your physical weakness, but 
that would not be true ; it would 
simply be the result of tight lacing 
and the wan t of exercise. It almost 
makes the tears come to my eyes, 
Helen, dear, to think of it. You 
can grow into such a fine, beautiful 
woman. Won't you try .> " in tones 
of entreaty. 

" Cousin, you are requesting more 
than you think, when you ask me 
to throw away my corset Every 
one wears them here, and I would 
look so peculiar without them." 

"You merely think you would 
look 'peculiar.' Your ancestors 
wore hoops and bustles, in which, 
no doubt, you would appear ridicu- 
lous ; but they saw nothing objec- 
tionable in them at the time. In 
discarding your corsets you will 
simply be slightly in advance of 
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your time — that is all," continued 
Edith, as she seated herself on the 
bed beside Helen. 

**Ah, cousin, I'm too sleepy to- 
night to think ; wait until to- 
morrow, and ril seriously consider 
the matter, won't you?" placing 
her arm around her cousin's neck 
in a burst of affection. 

"Yes, dear," answered Edith, 
caressing her cousin's luxuriant 
hair, which hung far below her waist. 

This ended the conversation. 
Edith had become very warmly at- 
tached to her cousin. She was a 
warm-hearted, honest, impulsive 
girl, and as her affection for Helen 
increased, the desire to have her 
view life as she did became gradu- 
ally stronger. Several days before 
she had determined, on the first 
appropriate occasion, to talk seri- 
ously with Helen upon the subject 
so near her heart She knew that 
if Helen continues as now she 
would be a physical wreck. The 
cultivation of ornamental accom- 
plishments had occupied her time 
from early youth. Before reaching v 
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her teens she had been taught that 
to romp and play was unladylike. 
Naturally healthy and active, she 
had longed for the exercises so 
dear to the young and so necessary 
to their physical development ; but 
constant parental supervision soon 
impaired the ardor of her high 
spirits and evolved the dignity and 
tranquillity required by conven- 
tional society. 

To deny children the privilege of 
daily indulging in healthful play is 
a crime. The result of such pro- 
hibition often means a life of weak- 
ness and disease, and the misery 
which necessarily accompanies this 
abnormal condition. Dressed in 
clothes too fine to be soiled, such 
children grow up like sickly plants 
hid in a dark corner, away from the 
sun and air ; the real true happiness 
of life is unknown to them ; they 
are the product of criminal igno- 
rance ; for is it not a crime to stunt 
the growth, and destroy the health 
and future prospects of your child ? 
When walking through the resi- 
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dence portion of a large city, how 
often one hears a mother calling to 
her child : " Come out of the sun ; 
you will get sunburnt." How the 
writer pities the poor child when 
he hears that oft- repeated com- 
mand ! It is not the white faces, 
thin arms and legs and bright eyes, 
usually characteristic of such chil- 
dren that arouse* pity — it is the 
future before them — when they ar- 
rive at maturity, the same lack of 
development, the same weakness of 
body and character which will still 
exist. They are kept out of the 
sun for fear of their being sunburnt ; 
they are usually forbidden the privi- 
lege of the street, and even the 
yard, for fear of association with 
bad boys. They are raised like 
hot-house plants, and they grow 
into hot-house flowers, lacking even 
their transient beauty, too weakly to 
have any strength of character or 
physical comeliness, too sickly to 
have a true conception of life— - 
their capacity for happiness, ever 
feeble, is indeed transient. 
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The " fire" of health and youthful 
power they have never felt Such 
a woman, such a man, does not live 
in the truest sense — ^they merely 
exist. Delicacy and weakness are 
too ofteii mistaken for refinement, 
when, if rightly considered, they are 
nothing more than a sign of disease^ 
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CHAPTER VI. 

A few evenings after the occur- 
rence of events narrated in the 
previous chapters, Watson called 
at Harry's apartment. After chat- 
ting for a few moments, Harry 
suggested that, as the night was 
rather warm, perhaps it would be 
more pleasant to stroll towards 
the park. Watson readily as- 
sented to this. 

'* Happiness ! " said Harry in a 
musing tone, breaking the long 
silence, as they moved leisurely 
along, "I believe that life would 
be more beautiful and more useful 
if we had more of it. Don't 
you?" 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 

133 ^ 



" I certainly do," answered Wat- 
son. 

" When I was a boy I was taught 
indirectly that happiness was a 
sin— everything that was pleasur- 
able for me seemed to be con- 
demned as evil." 

** Yes ; that course is pursued by 
many parents even to-day," an- 
swered Watson. 

"By being happy," continued 
Harry, apparently not hearing the 
interruption, "one grows into the 
fullness of a perfect life, mentally 
and physically. Everything is a 
pleasure. Work is work no more ; 
it is play. With happiness comes 
health. They are co-existent. So 
many complain of the unhappiness 
of life — and why ? Because they 
do not cultivate happiness, or rath- 
er its companion — health. Why, 
sometimes when out under the 
trees, on a pleasant sunny day, I 
feel so infinitely happy, so perfectly 
satisfied at that moment, that I 
imagine the heaven of our dreams 
could be no better. The physical 
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e^tplicable pleasure. How pleasant 
it is to be strong ; for strength 
means confidence and power. 
Strength to the true man is like 
sweet music to the soul — it ele- 
vates, thrills and ennobles ; it 
crushes out the lower nature, or 
imparts the power to control it. 
I glory in my strength. I love it 
beyond everything." Harry 
stopped. His words seemed to be 
inspired, so expressive and earnest 
was his utterance. 

'•There is much truth in what 
you say, Moore. I have often 
yearned for physical power ; but I 
never knew how to acquire it, and, 
therefore, I never was, nor ever will 
be, strong." 
•* You can be, if you wish." 
** By exercise ? No, it is too late 
for that now." 

" Why too late ? How old arc 
you?" 
** A little over thirty-two.* 
** And you say you are too old to 
improve yourself physically ? " 
asked Harry, gazing at him. 
" Well, ^ may not be too old to 
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improve slightly, but it would 
amount to very little." 

" Now, Watson, allow me to prove 
that you are entirely wrong. Have 
you ever exercised in a gymnasium 
at any time ? ** 

"No; I have not." 

" Have you ever performed man- 
ual labor on a farm, or elsewhere, 
that would develop your muscles, 
even slightly?" 

"No." 

" Well, your muscular system ^^as 
never enjoyed the benefits of proper 
exercise. Those muscles, given 
you for active use, have remained 
idle, and necessarily undeveloped. 
Had they been used in your grow- 
ing years, you could have improved 
far more than now ; but you can 
even yet acquire great physical 
strength. You can at least double 
your muscular power, your manly 
vigor and your beauty." 

**Ah, pshaw, Moore, you don't 
believe anything like that ? " 

"Don't believe it?" looking at 
Watson in a surprised manner. "I 
am compelled to believe what I 
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have seen with my own eyes. Man/ 
men have developed fine muscular 
vigor, although much older than 
you, and why can you not secure 
great improvement ? Why, I re- 
member an acquaintance who 
joined a gymnasium of which I was 
a member. Physically he was a 
ludicrous sight; he was about 
forty years of age, had suffered 
from dyspepsia for about ten 
years, and would have made a good 
living skeleton for some museum. 
Well, after three months of regular 
exercise, the dyspepsia was gone ; 
in six months he had beg^n to de- 
velop considerable muscle, and 
after about a year he could hardly 
be recognized as the same man. 
His face was full and round ; his 
eyes and skin were clear, and he 
presented altogether quite what the 
Irish call * a fine figure of a man.' 
Now, if he was able to secure even 
an ordinary physique, you, with 
the health you already have, ought 
to grow into an Apollo with but 
little trouble." 

" Now, Moore, do you really be- 
lieve that f " Digitized by VjOOQIc 



" Certainly, 1 believe it" 

*' If I thought such a thing pos- 
sible — ^if I thought I could secure 
even a decided improvement in my 
physical condition — I would try it, 
and commence right away." 

** Well, there is not the slightest 
doubt of it." 

•*How should I commence?" 
asked Watson. 

"The first thing you— What is 
all that crowd about?" ejaculated 
Harry, as he looked down the 
street and saw a great crowd as- 
sembled. "We have nothing of 
importance to do, suppose we 
see?" 

" All right," said Watson, as they 
hurried along. The darkness pre- 
vented their seeing the cause of the 
excitement. 

" Glory ! Hallelujah ! Bless my 
soul ! " were the first sounds that 
came to their ears, mingled with 
the music, or rather noise, of a 
tambourine. 

"Ah," said Harry, turning to- 
wards his friend ; " Salvation 
Army." 
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"1 thought it might be they/' 

" They are interesting at times," 
said Harry, as he continued to 
make his way towards the edge of 
the circle, followed by Watsoa 

They remained there a few mo- 
ments studying the unique char- 
acters before them. 

Suddenly, in the midst of a 
prayer, some one loudly cried, from 
the outskirts of the crowd, ** Rats " 

The man continued his prayer; 
and in a moment the cry was heard 
again, and was repeated by others, 
evidently a gang gathering there 
for the purpose of disturbing the 
meeting. 

** Let's go, Moore," said Watson, 
touching Harry on the shoulder. 

"All right," following Watson as 
he pushed through the crowd. 

His eyes flashed as he heard again 
and again the same cry coming 
from some young toughs. Although 
the religion of the enthusiasts did 
not appeal to him, hcj believed they 
should be allowed to pursue their 
own way undisturbed. 
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The two friends had reached the 
outskirts of the crowd, when by his 
side Harry heard a fellow shout 
again that insulting word. He saw 
the young ruffian in the faint light, 
and, without pausing to consider 
the consequences, exclaimed an- 
grily: 

"Have you no respect for any 
one, yourself included ?" 

"What's ye got to do wid it?" 
said the tough, leering into his face. 

"Ah, come on, Moore," said Wat- 
son, taking hold of Harry's arm and 
attempting to pull him away. 

'* Young man," said Harry, as he 
shook Watson's hand from his arm, 
" I didn't say that I had anything 
•to do wid it,'" mockingly. "I 
merely remarked that you ought to 
have some respect for others, even 
if you have none for yourself." 

" Ye don't say ; who be ye— the 
Mayor ? " 

Harry and Watson were both 
well dressed. They might have 
been mistaken for " swells." 

**No; I'm the Mayor's father," 
answered Harry sarcastically. 
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" Ye be, be ye ? Well, take that, 
ye big fat dude," said the tough, 
lunging heavily and striking vi- 
ciously at Harry with his right. 

Harry was looking for this, and 
he guarded the blow with his left, 
thereby turning the ruffian to one 
side; he then struck him a terrific 
blow with his right, telling him in 
a heap on the dusty street 

**Now we'll go, Watson," said 
Harry, turning and moving away 
before a crowd had collected around 
the fallen man. 

"It would be wise," answered 
Watson, following swiftly. "I 
don't want to be arrested if it can 
be avoided." 

" Nor do I," answered Harry. 

But they were not out of it yet. 
One of the gang who stood by and 
had seen Harry drop their leader, 
noted for his fighting abilities, with 
*• one punch," though struck dumb 
with amazement, recovered suffi- 
ciently before Harry and Watson 
had gone very far and whistled in a 
peculiar manner. He repeated this 
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signal several times and moved 
away from the crowd, several fol- 
lowing him. 

" What's the matter ? " asked one, 
speaking in a carefully mufQed 
voice. 

*' Matter enough," said he, as all 
crowded around him. "Jim was 
knocked cold by a bloke of a 
dude." 

*• What ! Jim ? The devil ! Where 
is de bloke ? We'll kill 'im, and 
leave 'is carcass in de gutter." 

" There he goes now. See *im in 
dat gray suit jus' under de light ! " 

"All right Here, Kid," turning 
to the smallest one in the party, 
"ye go look after Jim, and we'll 
tend to the dude." 

Seven of them started after Harry 
and WatsoU; who were now about a 
half block away, while the ^ Kid '* 
returned to look after their fallen 
.'eader. 

/Harry surmised that the fellow 
he struck was accompanied by a 
gang. For this reason he hastened 
away, fearing trouble which might 
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cause their arrest and a large 
amount of undesirable notoriety. 

They walked swiftly for a short 
distance^ and Harry was about to 
hail a cab, when he spied some 
tough-looking fellows coming to- 
wards him up the street 

" Now, Watson, do you see those 
toughs coming towards us? We 
must watch them. That fellow 
may have had a gang, and they are 
probably after me. If they are, you 
had better keep out of the way. 
You may get hurt'* 

" No, sir ; if there's a row, I'm in 
it too. I know I can be of some 
assistance,'* answered WatsoQ. 

Harry was noting their actions 
closely. 

** See, they are looking for some 
one," said he. 

Harry, though incapable of fear, 
was cautious ; but now he saw there 
was no other alternative, for they 
were undoubtedly hurrying to- 
wards him. 

** There will be a fight now sure, 
Watson. You get away, and stay 
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out of it. I believe I can whip the 
lot if they use no weapons." 

** They evidently want revenge," 
thought Harry. *• The first man 
who comes near me measures his 
length on the sidewalk." 

*• There's de bloke," he heard one 
say. 

" Now, careful ; he's a scrapper," 
another remarked. 

Harry ground his teeth with 
rising anger, eager to begin. To 
all appearances, however, they were 
not interesting him, yet he saw 
their every movement as they came 
towards him. The largest was 
slightly in the lead. Closer and 
closer they came, and they were 
but a few steps away, when Harry 
turned like a flash and faced them, 
his eyes brilliant with suppressed 
' fire. 

" What can I do for you ? " he de- 
manded in tones of ironical polite- 
ness, as they stopped and glared at 
him. 

*^ Get around de blokes, boys, and 
we'll show 'em," was the angry re- 
tort 
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Watson was evidently alarmed, 
but no cowardy and was ready to 
give the best assistance in his power. 

Harry remained mute ; his eyes 
flashed with a light that daunted 
the more cowardly, notwithstand- 
ing their numbers, as he turned his 
gaze from one ruffian to another. 
They began to circle around. The 
sidewalk was wide ; Harry and 
Watson were in the centre, and 
they began to move slowly back- 
wards towards the building to pre- 
vent their being attacked on all 
sides; their assailants slowly fol* 
lowed. 

Two on the left began to close 
in ; they are coming too close. 

The time for action is at hand. 

** Look out, Watson ! " cried 
Harry, as he turns with the quick- 
ness of .a cat on two men at his 
left. He drives his right in the 
face of one with the strength of a 
lion. He strikes the other a power- 
ful blow with his left. The first 
one struck falls like a log ; the 
other staggers ; but Harry kicks 
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him ia the stomach with terrible 
force, and sends him reeling for the 
distance of a rod. The others are 
now upon him ; he shakes them off 
as a cat would a rat, jumps back 
against the wall and faces them. 
Two have attacked Watson ; those 
remaining now rush at Harry. 
They stop suddenly, cowed by his 
panther-like movements and grim 
appearance. 

He looks like a tiger at bay ; the 
veins stand out in his neck like 
whipcords ; his eyes gleam with 
savage ferocity. He resembles a 
wild, angry animal fighting for his 
life. 

Watson is scuffling with his two 
assailants ; they are all rolling 
around on the sidewalk. 

They show no inclination to 
advance on Harry ; he advances on 
them. They show fear, and are 
backing away. 

" Cowards ! " yells their present 
leader, in savage tones, stopping 
suddenly. 

Harry springs at him like one 

digitized by VJ^WV iC 

1^6 



possessed ; he strikes at him with 
bis left ; the blow is guarded, but 
he swings his right with terrific 
force directly over the heart He 
staggers, reels and falls like one 
dead. The two remaining assailants 
come at Harry from each side as 
their leader is falling. They grap- 
ple with him before he has time to 
strike either. He struggles with 
them a moment ; suddenly he hip- 
locks one and sends him flying 
through the air. He turns and 
rushes at the only one remaining ; 
but the coward has had enough; 
he runs away at full speed. 

Harry turns to Watson and his 
assailants. One was holding Wat- 
son, while the other was striking 
him in the face. One blow from 
Harry's right on the neck sends the 
latter rolling over oblivious of 
everything. 

He catches the other by the neck 
from behind with both hands. He 
chokes him with all his power; now 
he shakes him loose from Watson, 
raises him to his feet and gives him 
a kick that sends him sprawling 
many yards away. Digitized by v^oogle 



Harry turns around with the 
\ricious light gleaming in his eyes 
searching for more assailants. But 
the fight is over. ♦ 

He saw one fellow get up and 
slink away. Three others lay there 
as though unconscious ; one was 
leaning on his elbow and looking 
around in a dazed manner. 

He turned and saw Watson 
standing by his side. 

"Are you hurt, Watson ? " he 
asked. 

" No, only bruised a little. Great 
Lord ! where are all those fellows ? 
You didn't clear out the lot, did 
you?" 

** Yes, certainly. We had better 
go at once," said Harry, taking 
Watson by the hand, as a crowd 
was rapidly collecting. 

In answer to many inquiries re- 
garding the trouble, as he was 
moving away, he said : 

**Ask that man sitting there ; he 
will tell you," pointing to a big fel- 
low just rising, and then taking 
Watson's arm and hurrying him 
along, he said : 
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" Come on, Watson, quick ; we 
don't want our names to appear in 
connection with this." 

" My, but I'm a nice spectacle ! " 
murmured Watson, more to himself 
than to Harry. 

** Well, Watson, I asked you to 
keep out of it," said Harry, a little 
irritably. 

** Keep out of it be darned ! I'm 
no coward." ^ 

" You have proved that you are 
not ; but you can do but little 
when a crowd like that attacks you." 

" I kept two of them busy ; but I 
was beginning to think that the 
whole gang was fighting me to- 
wards the last," said Watson, smil- 
ing grimly. 

"You assisted me greatly by 
keeping those two busy. I might 
have been overcome without you." 

Harry was not hurt at all, except 
the knuckles of his right hand, from 
contact with some one's jaw. 

They finally arrived at Harry's 
apartment, and after lighting the 
gas Harry turned around to survey 
Watson. 
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*• Heavens f but you're a sight/' 
said Harry, looking Watson over 
from head to foot. "Just survey 
yourself," motioning to a full length 
mirror. 

Watson regarded his battered 
countenance with solicitude. 

Both eyes were black, a large 
layer of skin, reaching from his ear 
nearly to his nose, had been torn 
off his right cheek, and his face was 
bruised all over. His left coat 
sleeve was torn several inches, his 
tie had been jerked off, his trousers 
were ripped down- the leg, and he 
was so covered with dust and dirt 
from rolling on the sidewalk that 
to determine the original color of 
his clothes would have been impos- 
sible. He gazed at himself a mo- 
ment, then smiled slightly. 

" That's what I get for listening 
to Salvation Army services," said 
Watson, grimly. 

" By George ! you'll have to go 
on a vacation, Watson. You can't 
go down town looking like that. 
You will never hear the last of it" 
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•• That's so/' still surveying him- 
self. 

**Come into my bedroom and 111 
brush your clothes, and you can 
wash that dirt off your face and 
heady and bathe your eyes in hot 
water." 

**A11 right!" answered Watson, 
following Harry. In a few minutes 
Watson .was in a more presentable 
condition. 

Harry tried to persuade his friend 
to remain with him for the nis^ht, 
but he refused, as his return homt 
was expected. 

After Watson had departed, 
Harry reviewed the event of the 
eveninsr and concluded that he had 
taught the 'gang" a valuable les* 
son. "Of course, I'm sorry fot 
Watson ; but I tried to make him 
go away. I knew he would be hurt. 
He's too weak to take care of him- 
self on such occasions. Nice boy, 
though, and no coward, by any 
means. But his cousin, Edith ! 
Ah, she makes my brain whirl." 
He leaned back in his comfortable * 
chait and closed his eyes. So often 
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of late the thoughts of her had in- 
duced a delicious reverie. Not 
once since the night he left her in 
that troubled mood had he felt 
hopeless of winning her. 

He was determined to gain her 
c:onsent, cost what it might. At 
present, that was all he lived for — 
to win the woman of his choice. 
His affections, so long lying dor- 
mant, awoke with all the strength 
of his nature. He dreamed of her 
both day and night Her refusal 
to allow him to call only strength- 
' ened his determination to have his 
way at any cost 

** I can call on the brother and 
sister," he thought, "and she can 
hardly refuse to see me. If sht 
goes home, I'll follow after." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

At the home of the Watson fam- 
ily on the following morning all 
were seated at the breakfast table 
except Horace (Mr. Watson). The 
meal was half finished when he en- 
teredy and as it was unusual for him 
to be late, they turned towards him 
inquiringly. 

" Why, Horace, you are late this 
morning," said Helen. 

" My ! goodness, what is the mat- 
ter with your features ?" not giving 
him time to speak. 

" Well, of all things ! Where • 
have you been ? " interposed Edith. 

"You have asked several ques- 
tions without giving me an oppor- 
tunity to answer one," said Horace. 
'' I will wait until you have finished 
and answer all at once." 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



•• How kind ! " from Helen. ** You 
look as if you had been in a prize 
fight." 

**Now, Horace, I don't know 
whether to laugh or be serious," 
said Edith. ** Clear up the mystery 
before we die of curiosity.*' 

"And your cheek, Horace, how 
was it hurt ? " asked Helen. 

*' Ah ! girls, give Horace a chance, 
if you expect him to tell you any- 
thing," said Mrs, Watson, a very old 
lady. 

** Well, now we are quiet ; hurry 
and tell us all about it,'* said Edith, 
after waiting a moment for him to 
begin. 

"You know I called on Harry 
Moore last night," gazing at them 
in a mysterious manner. 

" Yes," they both answered. 

'•Well, what about it?" asked 
Helen, after waiting a moment for 
him to continue. 

'* What about it ! Is not that 
sufficient ? " 

The girls seemed nonplussed, and 
exchanged glances to see if either 
understood his meaning. 
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" Did you have a boxing match 
with him ? " asked Edilh, laughing. 

"Do you think I could box a 
locomotive ? " 

*'Ah ! Horace, quit fooling and 
tell us all about it," interposed 
Helen. 

" It is a long story, but here is a 
synopsis. It was very warm in his 
room. We walked towards the 
park and stopped to hear the serv- 
ices of the Salvation Army. Half 
an hour afterwards he went home 
without a scratchy while I — well, 
3rou see my condition." 

*Why, Horace, you do not mean to 
say that you and Mr. Moore were 
fighting ? " asked Helen. 

" Ves, Mr. Moore and I were 
fighting, but not fighting each 
other. We were fighting a gang 
that attacked us ; or rather, he did 
the fighting and I endeavored to 
assist." 

** Wouldn't he help you ? " asked 
Helen. 

" Help me ! Well, he did help 
me, but he had to thrash five men 
before he had an opportunjtjj and^, 
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while he was performing that Her- 
culean task two others were strik- 
ing and roiling me around the 
sidewalk/' said Horace, smiling as 
much as his bruised features would 
allow. 

** You say he had to thrash five 
men?" ejaculated Edith in sur- 
prised tones. 

"Yes, and he did it in grand 
style, too. Utterly cleaned out the 
lot, and then come over and 
knocked the man senseless who was 
striking me, then raised the other 
fellow and gave him a kick that 
sent him flying ; and I declare if he 
wasn't gritting his teeth and look* 
ing around for more, with four 
lying on the sidewalk and the bal- 
ance frightened away. He's a ter- 
ror, that fellow," shaking his head. 

" Well, that's the best fairy tale I 
ever heard," said Helen, sarcastic- 
ally. 

** Fairy tale, eh ! Well, the result 
of my connection with the fairy 
tale shows a marked difference in 
my appearance," said Horace, with 
emphasis. 

I «6 Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



*' Is that true, Horace, or are you 
jesting ? " asked Edith. 

** True as Gospel," said Horace. 

The girls finally succeeded in 
learning all particulars, and they 
laughed until Horace thought they 
would hurt themselves. 

*' It is funny enough now, but I 
tell you it wasn't funny at the 
time," said Horace. " Did you see 
the morning papers ? " 

" No," the girls answered. 

" I'll go for one," said Helen. 

** See anything ? " asked Horace, 
impatient with curiosity as she re- 
turned .scanning the paper. 

" Here it is," said Helen, " with 
three head lines." 

" * Who is it ? A remarkable man ; 
thrashes seven toughs, and leaves 
the battle field without a scratch, so 
an eyewitness asserts. Two men 
picked up unconscious ; another 
had his jaw broken ; the fourth had 
two broken ribs. The rest fled.' " 
When she finished reading these 
paragraphs they looked from one 
to the other in astonishment 
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" Holy MoseSy I didn't imagine 
he thrashed them so bad," said 
Horace. *' I tell you that man is a 
terror. He has the strength of four 
lions ! " laughmg at his own com- 
parison. 

"Well, it certainly looks that 
way," added Edith. *• Go on — read 
it all, Helen." 

The article was over a column in 
length. A reporter had interviewed 
one of the injured, and when asked 
what sort of a man they had en- 
countered, he said : " He wasn't so 
big, but terribly strong, and he flew 
around like a wild hyena ; he must 
have been some bloke of a prize 
fighter." 

It was some time before the girls' 
curiosity was fully satisfied. 

Horace, after examining his coun- 
tenance, concluded he would not go 
to business that day. 



Harry was mucn surprised on 
perusing the morning paper to find 
his exploit of the previous night de- 
scribed so elaborately. He con- 
gratulated himself on the fact that 
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nis name had not appeared in con-^ 
nection with the affair. 

After looking over his mail he 
called at Watson's office. He was 
told by the office boy that Watson 
had not arrived yet. 

" Tell him to come over, I want 
to see him as soon as he arrives/' 
said Harry to the boy. 

Watson's boy came over in about 
an hour and told him they had re- 
ceived word that Watson was not 
well, and would not be to business 
that day. 

'* I would not feel well either had 
I received the punishment he did 
last night/! thought Harry. 

"Ah ! there is a good excuse for 
me to call/' said he smiling to him- 
self. 

He sat down and indited a note 
to Watson, expressing his sympathy 
and warning him not to mention to 
anyone their exploit of the previous 
night; and in case those at home 
insisted, to require their promise of 
absolute secrecy before telling 
them. 
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" I will call and see you to-night,*' 
were his closing words. 

He dispatched this note by his 
office boy, and went on with his 
work. 

That evening when he called 
Hc:len, Edith and Horace were on 
the lawn. 

" Come over here, Moore," called 
Watson to Harry when he saw him. 

Harry came towards them and 
was cordially greeted. 

The temptation to squeeze Edith's 
hand was hard to resist. He looked 
questioningly into her eyes for a 
moment as he took her hand, search- 
ing for signs of any change in her 
towards him, but nothing could be 
detected. She returned his gaze 
calmly with her clear brown eyes, 
while a friendly smile lighted her 
intelligent face. 

He had not seen her since that 
memorable evening. The terrible 
moments of torture endured for a 
time after leaving her that night 
were vividly remembered. 

** Moore, how do you feel to-day ? 
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stiff after the violent exertion of 
last night?" asked Watson, after 
Harry had seated himself. 

**0h, Vm all right How are 
you?" smiling. 

*' Every part of my body seems 
sore, and I think my features have 
an extra share." 

"Suppose you told the ladies 
about our escapade last night?" 
asked Harry. 

" Oh, yes ; we heard about it," 
said Helen. '* In fact, we bothered 
him so much this morning, when he 
appeared in this condition, that he 
finally had to tell all." 

''It seems, Mr. Moore, that you 
will persist in covering yourself 
with glory," put in Edith. 

''On this occasion I thought it 
better to cover myself with glory 
than to be covered with gore," 
answered Harry, smiling at her. 

"True; that was good logic," 
smiling. 

" Suppose you saw the morning 
papers, Moore ? " asked Watson. 

"Yes; that was my reason for 
writing you. I feared that it might 

j5£ Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



be known we could easily clear 
up that mystery. I feel sorry for 
those fellows. I had no desire to 
seriously injure them, but self- 
defence is the first law of nature," 
said Harry, smiling grimly at tbr 
remembrance of the affair. 

" You taught them a lesson they 
won't soon forget," answered Wat- 
son. 

"They will think twice before 
again attacking two innocent 
* dudes,' I'll warrant," said Harry, 
at which they all laughed heartily. 

"Moore, do you play croquet," 
ftsked Watson. 

" Yes, slightly." 

" Well, girls, suppose we retire to 
the rear lawn and play ? " 

"All agreed," said Helen, rising. 

They went back to the croquet 
grounds, which were separated 
from the front lawn by lattice work, 
profusely covered with growing 
vines. The grounds were brilliant- 
ly illuminated with incandescent 
lights. 

*' Now, who are to be partners ? " 
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asked Helen, after they secured mal- 
lets x;nd balls. 

" I'll tell you, Helen ; you and I 
can beat those two good-for-noth- 
ing men," said Edith in playful 
tones. 

*' Yes, we can — easily, too," an- 
swered Helen, entering into the 
spirit of her cousin's playful humor. 

"All right, my fair maids ; we will 
give you the opportunity. Won't 
we, Moore ? " asked Watson, turn- 
ing to Harry. 

"We certainly will," answered 
Harry. 

They finished one game and were 
playing the second, when the house- 
maid came towards them and an- 
nounced that Mr. Woodruff had 
called and asked for Helen. 

"Well, tell him Til be there in a 
moment," said Helen. 

" Why don't you invite him out 
here, Helen ? " asked her brother. 

" Have him come out here ! and 
see you in your present condition ! 
With that face ! " 

•* Well, I'll go in," answered Wat- 
son« somewhat crestfallen. 
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" Oh, no, you won't. I merely 
desired an excuse to monopolize his 
society," said Helen, smiling in a 
way that raised a general laugh. 

They started another game, and 
as they finished Watson complained 
that his eyes were paining him 
severely, and he went in to bathe 
them. He evidently was anxious 
for an excuse to go, as experience 
had taught him that " two are com- 
pany and three a crowd." 

"Will we have time to play a 
game while you are gone? " Harry 
asked, as Watson started away. 

"Oh, yes; plenty of time," he 
answered. 

"Shall we play. Miss Edith .>" 
turning towards her. 

"Yes." 

** I'm sorry we are left alone be- 
cause I know you don*t desire it,'* 
said he, watching her place the ball 
in position to begin the game. 

" Why should I not desire it ? It 
makes no difference to me," she 
answered. 

"Oh, it doesn't! Well, I beg 
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your pardon for mentioning it," 
said he, irritated at her tone and 
seeming indifference. 

They played in silence for several 
minutes ; he gave her no attention 
outside of that necessary in the 
game. 

While she was directly under the 
electric light, with her profile to- 
wards him, croqueting his ball, he 
stood watching her. The anger and 
indifference all died out of his eyes 
in an instant. She looked so beau- 
tiful ; he was again her passionate 
lover. She wore a light China 
silk dress which fitted her to per- 
fection; it clung to her and outlined 
her superb figure in all its magnifi- 
cence. He noted her rounded arms, 
her beautifully shaped neck, her 
oval cheeks, her rich red lips. 

She felt his gaze, looked up, and 
for an instant their eyes met. Her 
cheeks flushed ; and he, turning his 
eyes from her, clenched the croquet 
mallet in both hands and asked : 

** Where is my ball ? " in as clear 
a voice as he could command. 
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" Over there where I knocked it/' 
answered Edith. 

"That's mean of you to knock 
my ball so far. 

" Well, all women are cruel any- 
way," said Harry, as he viciously 
struck his ball. 

" Why so ? " said she, raising hei" 
eyebrows slightly, opeiiing widely 
her eyes as she gazed at him. 

*' I'm sure I don't know ; but it's 
r. fact," not looking in her direction. 

**You should have reasons for 
your opinions," said Edith continu- 
ing her play. 

"Well, for instance, your treat- 
ment of me," said he, as she missed 
and it came his turn to play. 

Her eyes were upon him ; she was 
twisting the mallet handle and en- 
deavoring to control her emotion. 
Her face wore a serious expression. 

" Mr. Moore," said she, as he 
missed and turned towards her, 
** haven't I always treated you 
well ? " 

He turned his gaze from her to 
the ground, and did not answer her 
for a moment. 
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** I don't know, Miss Edith,'* he 
finally said with an effort, digging 
into the grass with the toe of his 
shoe. **I sometimes think you 
haven't been just to me." 

'* In what way should I have been 
different ? Haven't I been fair and 
honest with you always?'' still 
gazing at him. 

" You have, Miss Edith. I know 
you have. You have been more 
considerate with me than 1 de- 
serve," he said with emphasis, after 
a silence of a moment, turning away 
his head. 

" No, not more than you deserve," 
said she, as she turned and began 
to play. 

"There are occasions,Miss Edith," 
gazing at her as she played, " when 
I think you have been most cruelly 
harsh, but they are moments of 
extreme bitterness. When I am 
myself, when I am able to deduce 
an unbiased conclusion, the evi- 
dence of your impartiality is clear." 

She had ceased playing and was 
listening intently. 
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" I have always extended to you ' 
every possible consideration that I 
could, and still be true to myself 
and my ideas of honor," she said 
with emotion. 

He missed the wicket for which 
he was playing ; she sent her ball 
through the arch, and came near 
enough to croquet his ball. 

Try as he would, Harry could not 
keep his eyes from her. He knew 
she surely noticed it ; whether she 
was annoyed or not he could not 
tell. She played on, making a re- 
mark occasionally about the game. 
He watched her every movement. 
Strange emotions stirred his senses, 
affecting him like strong wine, as 
he stood there studying her beauty 
— '.each movement seemed to show 
him more and more how superb she 
was. He wondered if he would be 
successful in winning her. Again 
he had some doubt ; tears sprang 
to his eyes and wet his lashes. 

He turned away from her with set 
teeth and clenched hands, endeav- 
oring to quell his rising emotions. 

" My God ! '• he cried to himself, 
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moving a few steps away, "this 

is terrible ! It's heaven or it's 

Well, if not heaven, what then? 
Ah ! it would be worse than hell." 

"Now, Mr. Moore, I've beaten 
you," said Edith, turning towards 
him. "Well, what are you doing 
over there ?" she asked. 

*' Oh, nothing," said he, drawing 
near her and making a vain attempt 
to return her smile. 

" Why, you look as sober as a 
judge." 

" Do I ? " this time smiling faintly. 

"Yes, you do. You needn't feel 
so badly because I've beaten you ; 
I'll let you win the next game if 
you wish," still smiling. 

" How kind of you ! Your be- 
nevolence overwhelms me with 
magnanimous gratitude," answered 
he assuming a mock tragic po- 
sition. 

" Really, that * mixes me up,' as 
the little girl said. You'll have to 
define your meaning." 

"All right, when school cIosm," 
answered he. 
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*' When will that be ? " looking at 
him archly. 

They were standing underneath 
a small tree. The shadows were 
interspersed here and there with 
patches of electric light. She was 
almost as tall as he ; in the shadows 
her eyes shone with sparkling bril- 
liancy. The patches of light seemed 
to be playing hide and seek on her 
beautiful face. In such light even 
plain-looking women look beauti- 
ful, but she was divinely handsome. 
He looked at her a moment before 
answering her last question. He 
thought what a child he, with all 
his strength, was in her hands. If 
she wanted to plunge a knife into 
his heart he would stand there and 
allow her. He was gazing at her 
with worshipful eyes; almost un- 
consciously he took one of her 
hands as she was toying with a 
leaf, and, holding it tightly clasped 
in his, said in soft, endearing 
tones : 

" My school will close when you 
go home." 
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He took her hand in such a 
natural, unpremeditated ilkOnner 
that she failed to notice the action. 
For a moment they were silent. 
She turned her eyes away, looking 
down at the button on his coat, 
with which she was playing with 
her disengaged hand. She was so 
near ! He could feel her soft, moist 
breath upon his cheek. 

While standing there, holding her 
hand, he was thrilled to intoxica- 
tion. Her hand seemed so warm 
and pliable, her flushed cheek so 
close that a wild desire came over 
him to enfold her beautiful figure 
in his strong arms. For a moment 
it almost overpowered him. Her 
tuU lips trembled as he looked at 
them, and her averted eyes had a 
soft, loving expression. A delicious 
aroma seemed to surround and en- 
fold her. In a moment all would 
have been over, but she seemed 
suddenly to realize her position, 
and slowly she released her hand 
from his and drew away. 
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"Mr. Moore, this is not right,*' 
she said sof tlv. 

He saw a drawn expression on her 
features, as though she was trying 
to control some strong emotion. 

" I could not help it," he said in a 
quivering voice. " Forgive me if I 
did wrong," looking at her with 
pleading eyes. 

"There is nothing to forgive,'* 
she answered. 

" I wonder if that bad boy, Hor- 
ace, is ever coming back," she said 
in louder and changed tones, pick- 
ing up a croquet mallet. 

" Oh, I suppose he will be down 
directly," said Harry, seating him- 
self on a seat near her, wishing at 
the same time for a continuance of 
Watson's absence. 

" Do you wish to play another 
game ? " she asked, turning towards 
him. 

" Fm too tired ; I have been 
walking all day," he answered. 

* * Tired ! You're lazy, that's the 



172 Digitized by GoOglC 



trouble with you," she said, going 
over to him. 

'* It's much easier to sit here than 
to play; Suppose you try it?" 
smiling up at her. 

''AH right, if you think there is 
room for both without quarreling," 
said she, seating herself. 

" What ! I quarrel with you ? 
Couldn't do it ! If you were angry, 
I should run ; if you should strike 
me, I would turn the other cheek," 
said he, smiling at her. 

" Mere talk," answered she, smil- 
ing. 

** Do you know, Miss Edith, your 
nature is decidedly unique ? " 
, ** In what way ? " 

" Well, sometimes you are like a 
child. You enjoy everything with 
all the intensity of a child, while at 
other times you are one of those 
dignified, set - me - on - a - pedestal 
creatures. Your dignity fairly 
paralyzes an ordinary man." 

" It hasn't paralyzed you yet, has 
it ? " asked she, laughing gayly. 

•* Oh, no, but then " 
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"But then— what?" she asked, 
as he hesitated. 

** But then, I'm not an ordinary 
man. Don't you see ? " raising his 
eyebrows and smiling at her. 

" You're not ? Since when did 
you come to that conclusion?" she 
asked. 

" I didn't come to it ; it came to 
me. 

*' How strange ; you are very 
clever to-night." 

'*I£ I expect to keep pace with 
you, cleverness is a necessity," smil- 
ing. 

" Now, no compliments, please ; 
I hate them," said she, emphatic- 
ally. 

" Even when they are sincere ? " 

" Yes, even then ; because there 
is always a suspicion of their insin- 
cerity/* 

" Even with me ? " 

•* Yes, with you ; I wouldn't trust 
any man." 

" Don't blame you ; neither 
would I. I don't trust myself, and 
how could I expect you to trust 
me ? " answered he, smiling. 
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** How you do talk ? " 

" Do you think that all my asser- 
tions and ambitions will end in 
talk ? " 

*^ S amctim ey I don:'t know what 
to think of your sex," answered 
she. 

*' Well, if you consider them col- 
lectively, you are liable to be puz- 
zled : but don't do that ; consider 
them individually — one at a time, 
if you please." 

" There are none worth consider- 
ing one at a time." 

" Not even this one ? " jokingly. 

"Ah, you are not even considered 
in the matter," turning her head 
away with pretending indifference. 

"How pleasant! I'm not sup- 
posed to be alive, then ? " 

" No ; you are a liverdead man." 

" You mean lively dead man ?" 

"Any way you choose ; fix it to 
suit yourself." 

" Yes ; but I want to suit you." 

" But you don't suit me." 

" Sure ? " gazing at her search- 
ingly. 
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"Yes; very sure,*' not looking 
his way. 

" Bui couldn't I be taught to suit 
you?" 

'^ No ; nothing suits me as far as 
a man is concerned." 

•* You are a perversion of nature^ 
then/' answered he with emphasis. 

" Why so ? " turning to him. 

** Because a woman as handsome 
as youy who dislikes all men, is not 
a natural woman." 

" That's your theory," not notic- 
ing the compliment; **but even 
you might make mistakes," gazing 
at him with a half smile. 

"Well, yes; such a thing is 
barely — yes, barely possible," with 
drawling emphasis. 

"Yes, I imagine it might be 
b-a-r-e-1-y possible," answered she, 
mockingly. 

"Why, did you ever hear of a 
man making a mistake ? " 

" Yes ; I once read of a man who 
' married in haste and repented at 
leisure.' He evidently made a mis- 
take," smiling. 

176 Digitized by CiOOg IC 



** He must have had something to 
do with the writing of the essay, 
* Is Marriage a Failure ? ' " 

"I don't know; but we might 
find out/' answered she. 

'^Now, seriously, Miss Edith, 
what are your conclusions? Do 
you believe that marriage is a fail- 
ure ? " earnestly gazing at her. 

''It depends on the standpoint 
on which it is viewed," said she, a 
serious expression coming over her 
features. **From a standpoint of 
happiness it is usually a failure ; 
but that is not the fault of marriage 
as a condition ; it is the fault of 
those who marry. Marriage under 
right conditions, contracted by 
, proper parties, could not be other- 
wise than a success in everyway*' 

"What would you consider 
proper parties and right condi> 
tions ? " he asked. 

"In the first place, the conditions 
should not be that of ignorance. 
Both should understand the mj^n- 
ing of marriage; they shouljivfce 
most intensely in love and t}^- 
oughly understand the laws that 
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should govern the marriageable 
relations. Without this knowledge 
there is small likelihood of matri- 
monial happiness." 

" You think, then, that ignorance 
causes many marriages to end un- 
happily?" 

''Ignorance and physical weak- 
ness — the last is the result of the 
first" 

" Your conclusions are similar to 
mine, but necessarily theoretical, 
as we lack experience," smiljng. 

" True ; we lack experience ; but 
we can profit by the experience of 
others." 

"Pardon my changing the sub- 
ject so suddenly," said Harry, after 
a moment's pause ; " but when do 
you leave us ? " 

" Why should you wish to 
know?" 

" Oh, I'm curious to know if you 
like our city, and should your stay 
be brief, I would conclude you are 
not pleased, but, if otherwise, I will, 
of course, draw a different infer- 
ence, don't you see?" raising his 
eyebrows and smiling at her, 
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" Yes, I see. You must be inter^ 
ested in your city to show so much 
anxiety as to the opinion of visit- 
ors," she answered, smiling slightlv. 

" I am, indeed." 

" Why don't you answer my ques- 
tion ? " he asked, after a silence of 
a moment. 

" What question ? '• with a look of 
pretended surprise. 

**What question! Now don't 
make sport of me.'* 

"You wish to kna^v when I am 
to leave your city ?* 

"Yes." 

" Let me see," kniwting -^er eye- 
brows and counting « n her fingers ; 
" about one week t fom Friday ; 
Saturday at the lateftu" 

" Miss Edith," he •► id, looking at 
her earnestly, " you it tid the other 
evening that you dui not wish me 
to call on you again. 

"Yes," she answMred, after a 
pause of a momeni. 

**I requested yon to reconsider 
that resolve." Slighit pause. 

"Yes." 
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"Well, have you done so?" ear- 
nestly gazing at her. 

*' Yes, Mr. Moore, I have." 

"Did you come to a different 
conclusion ? " 

" No ; I did not," playing with 
her mallet and looking downward. 

** How cruel ! " he muttered, 
more to himself than to her, turning 
his eyes from her. 

"I told you at the time, Mr. 
Moore, that further reflection would 
not alter my decision. You remem- 
ber that, don't you ?" gazing ear- 
nestly at him. 

" Yes," absently. 

" I gave you good reason for my 
resolution, did I not ?" 
/•Yes ; I suppose so." 

** Do you only suppose so? Don't 
you know, deep dpwn in your heart, 
that I did right?" 

"One cannot reason clearly in 
my situation, Miss Edith," now 
frankly returning her clear, honest 
gaze. "I desired your friendship 
and an opportunity to win it. I 
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asked for nothing more. You ad- 
mitted being my friend, but denied 
me the rights of a friend. Of 
course, it is your privilege to de- 
cline further acquaintance; but 
you don't know how your resolve 
hurt me." 

His voice was husky as he fin- 
ishedy and he turned away to con- 
trol his rising emotions. 

For a moment neither spoke. 
She seemed to be deeply moved. 

" Mr. Moore, I pursued the oniy 
course left open for me. You know 
that," she finally answered. 

** I know it ? How do I know it ? 
I know you gave me a reason for it. 
You said you had willed your life 
to a higher cause than marriage; 
that you were afraid our mutual 
regard might exceed the bounds of 
friendship. The cause to which 
you have willed your life is a noble 
one, and I admire and respect you 
beyond words for your resolution. 
A woman conscientiously following 
such a profession would do more to '^ 
elevate the standard of morals, far 
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more for the development of true 
womanhood, than those following 
conventional methods in assisting 
their sex. Such a woman could 
teach young girls how to grow into 
all the grandeur of perfect woman- 
hood ; she would go far beyond the 
paltry and superficial knowledge 
imparted by the average teacher. 
Such a teacher would be accompa- 
nied and followed all along her 
path by bright eyes and ruddy 
faces — ^by girls proud of their 
knowledge, of their teacher and of 
their intelligence and beautiful 
physiques." He had risen and 
stood looking down at her. '' Miss 
Watson, you have a grand work 
before you. Not for the world 
would I do anything, no matter 
how much it might benefit me, to 
deter you from your noble purpose. 
I hohor you, I respect you above 
all women. If it is your wish, I 
will leave you now, and never allow 
my face to darken your life again." 
He looked down at her with her 
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" Shall I go ? '• a determined ex- 
pression coming over his features. 

She gazed at him as he stood be- 
fore her; how strong and hand- 
some he seemed. Knowing how 
well he loved her, knowing what 
she w^s to him, and seeing him 
there, ready to renounce all chances 
of winning her for the cause she 
was about to espouse, she hesitated. 
Already she had experienced mo- 
mentary feelings of love for him. 
She had struggled against this in- 
fluence with all her power. She 
looked up into his intelligent and 
expressive face ; she could easily 
trace every shade of his emotio» 
there. His beautiful, honest, clear 
eyes returned her gaze and awaited 
her verdict. 

"You know it is for the best," 
said she, finally, in hollow tones. 

"Yes, you must go," said she, 
emphatically, after a pause, as 
though making a sudden resolution. 
She turned her eyes away from him 
and held out her hand. He took it 
firmly into his own. 
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** Look into my eyes and tell me 
that, will you, Miss Edith?" he 
asked in a saddened though clear 
voice. 

** Please don't. You said you 
would go," in quivering tones. 

** Do you wish it?" 

•• Yes," with an effort. 

**Well, good-bye. May success 
and happiness meet you at every 
turn, and if there be a God, may 
He bless you and protect you as 
you deserve," he said, in husky 
tones. 

** Good-bye," he said again, as he 
dropped her hand, turned and 
started swiftly away. 

** Good-bye," she answered faint- 

ly. 

She dared not look into his eyes. 
The fact was slowly dawning upon 
her that she loved him. She resist- 
ed and fought against it, but his 
image would bring tender thoughts 
to her mind. His fearless frank- 
ness and great strength of charac- 
ter and physique attracted and 
fascinated her. As he turned and 
went out of her life, she looked 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Edith hurried to her room as 
Harry disappeared. Tears welled 
in her eyes as she remembered how 
earnestly he had pleaded with her. 
And she had refused him the slight- 
est opportunity. Did she regret 
it? She knelt by her bed and 
sobbed like a child. The misery 
of soul was almost unbearable. It 
seemed as though it would suffo- 
cate her with its intensity. 

•• Have I done right ? " she inco- 
herently asked herself again and 
ag^in. '* Should I have sent him 
away? How honorable and self- 
sacrificing he is ! Oh, but the 
misery in his eyes as he turned* 
away ! Such a grand fellow, too ! 
But he's gone; gone forever!" 
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She wildly whispered the last sen* 
tence to herself, and her head fell 
forward in her hands despairingly. 
**Gon2 forever?" queried shCj 
raising her head, while the tears 
coursed down her cheeks. "Not 
gone forever I No, no ; one little 
word will bring him back." 

She grew pensive, her lips parted 
slightly, and a faint smile dawned 
through her tears. 

**Yes, one little word," she re- 
peated, gazing off iiito space. 

"Shall I bring- him back ?" while 
tne smile deepened until her fino 
features were lighted with happi* 
2:iess in spite of the tears. 

''Shall T? Would it be right F 
Yes ; for I love him ! Oh, how I 
love him ! " she cried vehemently, 
quickly rising, brushing the half 
from her eyes, and hastening to the 
mirror. 

She gazed at her reflection. Her 
lashes were still wet. Marks of het 
tears as they coursed down her 
cheeks were plainly evident, but 
sde smiled happily to herself. 
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** Why need I cry? He's mine i 
all mine — the darling fellow/' she 
cried tenderly, half aloud, while a 
soft light appeared in her eyes. 

She unwound her luxuriant 
brown hair and began to brush it. 
It hung far below her waist in thick 
dark masses. 

" Yes ; I will write to him to* 
night," she murmured, a serene 
smile illuminating her face, as she 
stood there brushing her rippling 
locks. 

She suddenly noted the traces of 
her tears and turned to remove them. 
The cold water made her feel much 
refreshed. She again returned to 
the mirror and began studying her 
countenance carefully. 

^Whatdoeshe see in me toad- 
mire so much?" she murmured. 
*• I scarcely know, but I cannot re- 
sist him. Oh, how I trembled and 
longed to kiss him to-night when 
he was so near, holding my hand. 
It was so difficult to move away," 
biting her lips, while a loving, pas- 
sionate mood took possession of 
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She turned to a comfortable 
rocker and reclined there, thinking 
deeply. In a moment she arose and 
went towards her writing desk. 
She stopped suddenly and laid her 
hand on a chair for support, as 
though she were dizzy. A happy, 
sensuous light shone from her eyes. 
Her lips were parted. She scarcely 
seemed to realize her actions. Her 
thoughts were far away. 

" My, how happy I am," she mur- 
mured in whispered tones. " That 
man ! I love htm ! I worship 
him!" 

'*Oh, to love like this!" she 
cried, throwing herself at full 
length on the bed, face downward. 

She lay there a moment with 
her face hidden in her hands, then 
arose and hurried to her writing 
desk. 

" I will write to him now,** she 
said, opening the drawer that con* 
tained her writing paper. 

That afternoon she had been com- 
posing a lecture for delivery before 
a woman's club. All the manuscript 
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lay in the drawer, and this first met 
her gaze. It gave her a shock. She 
remembered her intense enthusiasm 
when writing it— how her thoujjfhts 
bad flowed faster than she could 
write them. She recalled her sat- 
isfaction at having made many 
;|)oints clear, and how she had 
walked the floor after finishing her 
task, vowing that she would sacri- 
fice even her life for this great pur- 
pose. The manuscript brought aU 
this vividly to her mind. In her 
glorious new love she had forgotten 
the old — she had forgotten her great 
ambition. 

She took up the manuscript and 
read three or four pages, standing 
by the desk. Her facial expression 
changed. She scarcely appeared 
like the same person. Her eyes as- 
sumed a piercing, fiery brightness 
that Harry had seen on former oc- 
casions. She threw the manuscript 
on the table and began to pace the 
floor. Back and forth she went 
again and again, with slow, steady 
steps. Her eyes were blazing, her 
hands clenched. 
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^ What ! " she thoaght, ** you in- 
dulging in this weakness! You, 
having sufiered untold misery, al- 
most unbearable agony, because of 
the ignorance of the fundamental 
laws of life ; you, having learned 
that this ignorance is universal, and 
whose heart has cried out in sjrm* 
pathy for your sufiering sisters, 
yearning to make universally 
known the true laws of health — ^you 
have willed your life to this cause ; 
to*night were about to forget all 
and live for your own happiness I . 

"Have I forgotten what I suf» 
f ered t Have I forgotten that there 
a«-e thousands, yes, millions, of 
young girls and women suffering to* 
day as I did ? Their suffering will 
last all through life — mine was of 
short duration, for, by accident, I 
acquired the proper knowledge of 
the laws of life. Shall I forget all 
my suiTering sisters and live for my 
own enjoyment ? No ! A thousand 
times No,*' she cried vehemently. 

" I feel that I have a duty to per- 
form*" she continued to herself. "I 
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feel that my physical power and 
beauty were given me for a purpose, 
and that purpose was to assist In 
the dissemination of that knowl- 
edge which enabled me to obtain 
this great boon to womankind. I 
have the power to make every girl, 
every young woman more beautiful, 
more healthy, and to-night ? yes, 
even to- night, I was about to re* 
nounce all. 

" I have sent him away, and he 
shall not return with my consent," 
she said, half aloud. 

She seated herself at the desk and 
again began to read her lecture. 

"Yes!" she read, "the time is 
not far distant when girls will grow 
into a true womanhood. When they 
will be the pride and glory of civili- 
zation ; when health and beauty 
will be the rule and not the excep- 
tion, as it is to-day ; when every 
young woman will understand the 
true laws of life, and mock modesty 
— another name for degraded ig- 
norance and impurity of the mind 
— ^will be of the past : when happi- 
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ness will be seen on every side ; 
when girls can indulge in health- 
giving games without criticism, and 
the true standard of beauty will 

have buried the corset so deep that 
its resurrection will be impossible." 

She read on and on, page after 
page. Her features betrayed the 
great intensity of her feelings, as the 
written thoughts were conveyed to 
her mind. 

As she put down the manuscript 
an expression of peace and content 
was in her eyes, sitting there with 
clasped hands. "What a power I 
possess ! How glorious to be able 
to work in such a cause," she said, 
half aloud, with emotion in her 
voice. 

" He will forgive me, I know. I 
could never accomplish this great 
work if I were married. It might be 
possible, but I suppose he views 
marriage from a conventional 
standpoint, and the duties of a 
wife and mother would be imposed 
on me, seriously impairing my use- 
fulness in this great work ; later I 
may change my opinions, but now 
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the sun shines brightly on my path- 
way, and it is not from the light of 
a happy marriage." 

What were Harry's feelings when 
he quitted Pdith's presence so sud- 
denly? What had caused him to 
make such a rash proposal? He 
saw that she was intensely interest- 
ed in her proposed work. In prais- 
ing her purpose, his own words 
thrilled him — moved him so that he 
formed a noble purpose. He would 
leave her to f oUow the vent of her 
aspirations without his interfer- 
ence. For a moment he felt 
ashamed for trying to marry her — 
she seemed so much above him. 
Why should he interfere with her 
purpose, especially when of such a 
worthy nature ? 

With these self - sacrificing 
thoughts in his mind, he con- 
cluded to risk all. If she seriously 
desired him to leave her presence 
forever, he would obey her wish. 

For a moment, as she hesitated, 
he felt encouraged. Even when 
she said he should go, he did not 
lose hope. 

"After all," be thought, ''she 
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may return my love/' But when 
she said so emphatically, 'Tes, you 
must go/' he feared his doom was 
sealed. But even then a ray of 
hope remained. 

** Why does she turn away from 
me ? '' he thought, and he asked her 
to look up into his eyes. But her 
only answer was to beg him to go, 
and it was too much. 

He thought that she so hated to 
cause him pain that it made her 
suffer. He called himself a brute, 
and braced himself for the few 
final words he said in parting. 

He went down the stone steps 
with all hope for happiness left 
behind. In that moment the noble* 
ness of this man's character, and 
his great, magnanimous love for 
Edith, were shown with remarkable 
clearness. He had his faults like 
all men, but there were moments 
when his imagination carried him 
into the upper realm, and his last 
thought was for himself. There 
are men, there are women with 
such natures. In the ordinary vo* 
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cation of life they are as others; 
but when something of great im* 
portance arises, when it becomes 
necessary to risk life or make great 
sacrifices, they spring forward with 
alacrity. 

How we love this trait, so seldom 
seen in this day of selfishness and 
race for gain. Rushing, crushing, 
crowding, down the stream of life 
they go, each one striving to be 
uppermost If, in the efforts to 
gain the desired position, one forces 
a human being under the water of 
life's stream, it makes no difference. 
**lt'sallin the game, you know,'* 
he will grin and say to himself. It is 
money, money, money, everywhere! 

Harry walked towards his home 
with his face drawn and rigid. A 
miserable, glaring light was in his 
eyes. So tightly had he clenched 
his hands that his finger-nails 
brought blood. He believed that 
he could win Edith's love if he per- 
sisted in his attentions. But in his 
present mood he was willing to 
sacrifice his chances because she 
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seemed to conscientiously desire 
him to dc ^p. He had offered to 
make this sacrifice ; she had ac- 
cepted, and he would disturb her 
no more. 

For hours he walked the streets. 
He knew the stifling atmosphere of 
his room would drive him mad. 
He had resigned himself to his 
fate. For once he was baffled, not 
from the lack of ability, but because 
of his noble, self-sacrificing nature. 

The night was bright and clear. 
The soft light of a full moon made 
all the world look cheerful. He 
tried to call his attention to this, 
but failed dismally. His feelmgs 
were numbed. Everything of value 
in the world seemed lost. 

" What have I to live for now ? " 
he asked himself as he hurried 
along. "How I have yearned for 
the happiness that seemed surely 
within my reach ! How many 
hours have I spent longing to see 
an undeformed woman with both 
mental and physical power and 
beauty ! I discovered her at last. 
A-id where has she led me ? What 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



excruciating misery siie has caused 
and will cause me. My God ! how 
I wish I had never seen her ! " he 
cried, in the agony of the moment. 

Tears welled up in his eyes on 
several occasions, but by great 
efforts he repressed them. 

It was probably about three 
o'clock in the morning when he in- 
serted the latch-key in his front 
door. He was tired, mentally and 
physically. His muscles ached 
from fatigue. He entered his room 
and fumbled around for a match, 
found one and lighted the gas. He 
gazed at his features in the mirror 
and hardly recognized himself. 
His eyes had a bloodshot appear- 
ance. He looked wan and haggard. 
His full cheeks seemed thin. 

He threw himself on his bed with- 
out removing his clothes. He could 
feel the blood throb, throb, in his 
tired and aching limbs. A dull 
pain from mental excitement racked 
his brain. 

He tried so hard to sleep, but he 
rolled from side to side for more 
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than two hours before sinking into 
a deep and troubled slumber. 

It was late when he awoke next 
morning. The sun was shining 
brilliantly through the open win- 
dows. He raised himself on his 
elbow and noticed that he still 
wore his clothes. He looked around 
confusedly^ and for a moment failed 
to recognize his surroundings. 

Suddenly he remembered the oc- 
currence of the previous night With 
a mighty rush the entire scene 
came back to him. He rose to a 
sitting position and pressed his 
clenched hands to his hot, throb- 
bing templeSy and with a miserable 
light in his eyes^ he lived through 
the agony again. 

He sat there for awhile, quietly 
thinking. In a moment his eyes 
lost their sadness. His hands un- 
clenched and his face relaxed. 

He was apparently gazing into 
nothingness ; but a woman's face 
and form filled his mental vision. 

A tender light softened his eye^, 
and he began biting his lips« though 
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his forehead was still marred with 
thought lines. 

In another instant his emotions 
changed. His breath came in 
quick, short gasps ; his face fell 
forward and rested within his 
nerveless hands ; tears trickled 
through his fingers, while his strong 
frame quivered from hand to foot, 
though not a sound issued from his 
lips. 

» He trembled like a palsied old 
■nan in his silent weeping. He 
tried so hard to repress the sobs, 
but he was unequal to the task. He 
arose angry with himself for such 
weakness, and started with un- 
steady steps to take his morning 
bath, still sobbing. He stopped at 
the bathroom door, leaned on the 4 
side of the doorway, and tried to 
quell his emotions. He finally suc- 
ceeded, went back to his room, re- 
moved his clothes, donned the 
bath-robe and returned. 

It was nearly half an hour before 
he emerged, a different man, head 
thrown back and smiling. The 
bath-robe opened slightly at the 
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neck showed the beautiful color of 
his skin. Once more he was him- 
self. Once more he felt the power 
quivering, longing for action. His 
brain was cleared. Seeming im- 
possibilities which had stared him 
in the face the night before, now 
faded away into mere fancy. 

" Now," thought he, as he seated 
himself in a comfortable rocking- 
chair, still in his bath- robe, " with 
my brain clear, I can see that she 
did not seem so anxious to have 
me go last night as her words 
would imply. Her allowing me, 
unresistingly, to hold her hand, 
even for a moment ; the light of 
love that shone for an instant in 
her eyes — all show that she is un- 
doubtedly not indifferent to me. 
As to her ambitions — in what way 
could marriage interfere ? The 
duties of a wife and possibly of a 
mother. But if she wished, I will 
not impose either on her. How 
can I ? I could not remain away 
from her." 

Thus he reasoned to himself, en- 
deavoring to find some means to 
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marry her without interfering with 
her ambition. 

**.For the privilege of being her 
husband, I would agree to any 
proposition. All I ask is to see her 
occasionally and to know that she 
is my wife. Yes, my wife," he 
murmured softly to himself, while a 
bright smile lighted his handsome 
features. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

On the following Saturday Wat- 
son came down to business. The 
blackness about his eyes had all 
disappeared, or else it was artistic- 
ally covered. The scratch on his 
cheek showed plainly, but it was 
rapidly healing. Watson accounted 
for this by stating that he had 
slipped on a banana peeling. It 
was amusing to hear him tell of this 
accident. 

** Watson, what^s the matter with 
you? Been fighting?" was the 
usual greeting of his friends. 

**0h, yes; had an encounter with 
a banana peel the other day/' he 
would smilingly answer. ** I was 
walking down the street in a great 
hurry, rushing along like a cyclone, 
as it were, chasing after a big or* 
der, when suddenly, as I sprang on 
the sidewalk, after crossing the 
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street, I landed on a confounded 
banana peeling, and up went my 
heels, and down I went For a 
moment it seemed as though the 
sidewalk was a roller skating rink 
and my face was a roller from the 
manner it slid over the rough pave- 
menf 

He grinned to himself every time 
he repeated this tale, when he saw 
how heartily his hearers laughed at 
his misfortune. 

"How much more they would 
enjoy it if they knew all the circum- 
stances/' he often muttered to him- 
self with a smile. "Well, a fine 
business man must be a good liar, 
so I may as well practice in that 
way as any other.'* 

He called on Harry later in the 
day, and found him at leisure in 
his private office. 

** Well, Watson, you are lookipg 
fine, everything considered,*' was 
Harry's cordial greeting. 

^ Yes ; all things considered, I 
am/' Watson answered with a smile. 

'It seems that our escapade has 
not yet been traced to us.'* 
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'•* No, and I don't believe that it 
ever will be," answered Watson, 
laughing. 

*'Well, Ihopenot" 

" If it should ever become known, 
my business friends will think Vm 
a devil of a liar." 

Watson then told Harry the 
story he was using as an excuse for 
his marred features. Harry laughed 
heartily. 

** There was no necessity for cre- 
ating that tale," he finally said. 

"Ah, pshaw ; I would fike some- 
thing of that nature to tell my cus- 
tomers every day. It creates gen- 
eral good humor, and they buy 
more goods." 

*' Yes, there may be something in 
that," answered Harry, sarcastic- 
ally. 

** By the way, Moore, we expect 
to have some company at our house 
to-night. Won't you join us ? ' 

** Certainly. 1 will be pleased to." 

*• We will depend on your being 
there, then. 

" Pardon my changing the sub- 
ject so suddenly, Moore, but you 
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were saying the other day that I 
ought to develop my physical pow- 
ers, and you were about to instruct 
me how to begin when we were in- 
terrupted. I was of the opinion 
that it was too late in life for me to 
do anything, but you appeared to 
believe otherwise. Are you sure 
your theories are right ? *' 

•* Certainly ; I sincerely believe 
in every statement I made. You 
can undoubtedly secure a great im- 
provement if you will adopt proper 
methods/' answered Harry. 

"Well, what are proper meth- 
ods?" 

^You should beg^n by taking 
from ten minutes to a half-hour 
exercise every day, following a 
system that uses all your muscles. 
This can be done at your own 
home, or else you can join a gym- 
nasium. I also understand that 
you are in the habit of drinking 
alcoholic liquors and that you 
smoke several cigars daily ?" 
•Yes, I do." 

-* You should stop immediately.'* 
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^•*It is all very well to say stop 
immediately, but the task is not 
easy." 

^' You merely make it difficult" 

** No, i don't ; i have tried once 
or twice and failed." 

" You try it once more ; make up 
your mind to conquer, and with the 
elevating influence of exercise on 
your general system you will be 
successful. Smoking and drinking 
are both bad habits, even when in- 
dulged moderately." 

"Well, ril make the attempt. 
What else?" 

"Take long walks, and " 

" Long walks ! ! Don't I walk 
SSearly all day, now ? " 

"Yes, in these smoky, dusty, old 
streets ; but go out among the trees 
in the country ; fill your lungs with 
fresh, pure air, then you will secure 
some benefit Take a run occasion- 
ally, too, when you can. Running 
is fine exercise. It makes you draw 
long, deep, full breaths — natural 
breathing exercises." , 

y "Well, I intend to follow your A 
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plan and commence at once. By 
the way, what do you think of my 
cousin Edith's views? She said 
she had discussed the subject with 
you." 

'* She has the right ideas. That 
cousin of yours is a remarkably in* 
telligent woman. I admire her 
greatly for her beauty as well as 
intellect.'* 

**Yes; her mental j>owers are 
remarkable, but she is fa* from my 
ideal as a representative of femi* 
nine beauty." 

"What is your ideal?" 

** I don't admire such strength of 
mind in a woman. It g^ves her so 
many curious ideas.'^ 

*• In other words, you would not 
desire your wife to have ideas." 

** Oh, no ; not that. I would 
want my wife to have intelligence." 

" You would like her to have in- 
telligence, and still would not allow 
her the privilege of using it in form- 
ing conclusions of her own." 

** No ; I don't mean that Some- 
how, I cannot admire a strong- 
minded woman. Such women un- 
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sex themselves. I like to see them 
in their place." 

**You don't admire a strong- 
minded woman, ' you say ! Now, 
what is your conception of a strong- 
minded woman ? I would define a 
strong-minded woman as one who 
possessed strength and breadth of 
intellect. I have seen fools that 
some men designated by that term, 
but they made a mistake. And you 
also think strength of mind unsexes 
a woman ? How is this possible ? 
Why should it unsex a woman to 
have sufiScient brains to think 
clearly on any subject? Now, I 
tell you, Watson, I don't ag^ee with 
you. You also say you like to see 
a woman in her place. Now, what 
is a woman's place in your estima- 
tion?" 

•^"Ah, Moore, you have, no doubt, 
studied the question more than I. 
That is plain ; but there is this 
much about it — a woman's place i? 
at home. Her object in life should 
be to beautify herself and her 
home, that true marital happiness 
may be en joyed.** 
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" Don't you see where we differ, 
Watson? You want a wife who 
will lean on and be protected and 
guided by you — a child ; and I de- 
sire one who would be ready, will- 
ing and able to care for and protect 
herself under all circumstances. 
In my estimation, a woman should 
have as much freedom and as many 
rights as a man. She should re- 
main at home whenever she desires, 
and at no other time. Her slavery 
to rules laid down by society is 
the most abject servility. If a 
woman has a mind of her own, the 
increased intelligence and strength 
of character acquired from this 
mental freedom will assist in 
elevating and improving the man 
she loves." 

Harry paused a moment Every 
tone of his voice was fired with en- 
thusiasm. He was expounding his 
pet theories. 

'*When such women," continued 
Harry, **are plentiful the millen- 
nium will be at hand. Then one can 



y Google 



marry a girl of education, minus 
deformed yital organs and physical 
weakness ; then one can marry a 
real woman, and not a parcel of 
clothes with padding here and 
there to give shape. Civilization ! 
Ugh! What is it? And the general 
idea of education ? 

** Instead of preparing one for a 
life of usefulness, in many cases it 
Dayes the way to the srrave. But 
little knowledge is acquirea tnat fs 
retained and used in after life, and 
even in the acquirement of this the 
laws of hygiene and health are 
often so grossly disobeyed that the 
student is a wreck at graduation. 
An Indian learns to likewhiskey, 
but he usually fails to discover until 
too late that it will destroy his 
manhood, devitalize and corrupt 
his entire physical self— evolving 
prematurely a weak and nervous 
old man. Civilization of to-day 
is the same thing over ag^ain. 
^Our daughters must have an 
education,' says the rich father. 
How I pity those poor, sickly 
daui^hters !— cursed by the love of 

Digitized by KjKJKJW iC 



2IO 



a father whose ignorance is crimi* 
nal. He would never allow them 
to work or exercise ! ' Oh, no ! 
they are too fine, too nice ; they 
might soil their pretty white hands, 
don't you know!* sarcastically, 
then pausing a moment 

^* * My daughters shall grow into 
great grandames. I'll give them a 
refined education* send them to 
boarding school, where they can 
learn to play the piano, talk French 
and acquire other fancy accom* 
Dlishments/ 

•* * Oh, yes,' says the mother ; * FlI 
put corsets on my daughter at 
twelve. She must have a pretty 
figure. I never let her romp around. 
It's so unladylike. Don't you think 
so, Mrs. Emptyhead?' 

" * Yes,' replies Mrs. Emptyhead. 
'There is my dear Blanche. She 
has such a nice figure — so small at 
th« waist and tapers so nicely/ 
Deformity, headaches and physical 
weakness are of no consequence. 
'My daughter must learn fancy 
accomplishments and acquire a cor- 
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seted figure,' so the conventional 
mother thinks. 

"When I sec those delicate 
sickly, white-faced girls, with their 
stiff, unyielding, shapeless figures, 
scrawny arms and thin necks, I 
remember that every one could 
have been a magnificent woman if 
influenced by proper conditions. 
Cursed by a wrong idea of civiliza- 
tion ; by perverted views of an edu- 
cation ; by being taught to avoid 
sunshine, fresh air and exercise, ab- 
solutely essential to health — cursed 
by the criminal ignorance of pa- 
rents who often know less about 
those laws controlling the growth 
and development of children than 
a city boy knows about raising 
chickens — such is life in this age of 
vaunted civilization." 

He paused a moment, and then 
continued. 

"Acquire a weary and over- 
worked appearance and a bilious 
color. Allow your body, for lack 
of use, to become as shapeless as 
possible. Lose a few of your teeth 
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for want of ordinary care. Squeeze 
the waist until your form resembles 
a wasp, don a crazy-looking hat and 
a pair of tight, high-heeled shoes — 
then a woman can revel in up-to- 
date civilization. Yes, real civili- 
zation, how nice it must be ! " He 
spoke emphatically, with satire in 
every intonation of his voice, his 
eyes flashine. 

Watson had never seen him so 
enthused before, and he listened 
intently to every word without 
reply. 

"Watson," he continued, with 
emotion in his voice, rising and 
pacing up and down the office, " I 
want to see a civilization true in 
every sense. Darn this mockery 
called ' civilization. Hypocrisy 
avarice, egotism and sham on every 
side. Imitation men, imitation 
women ; honesty and sincerity 
scarcely ever seen except away 
from the rush and crush we call the 
height of civilization. Oh, how I 
long for the day," stopping as he 
paced the floor and gazing ear- 
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ncstly at him, " when all men will be 
manly; when the vigor of body and 
mind will make them scorn to stoop 
to a low or degraded action. Crime, 
immorality and deceit go hand in 
hand with disease of the body. 
They are usually companions.** 
He paused, and again began to 
pace the floor silently and thought* 
fully, with his hands clasped behind 
his back. 

** Watson," he said, stopping near 
him, " you are a fine fellow. I like 
you. You have some originality 
and no small degree of intelligence ; 
but now, I will be honest, and tell 
you that I cultivated your acquaint- 
ances merely because I wanted to 
know your cousin Edith." 

Watson failed to evince surprise. 
He was shrewd enough to have 
suspected that, and the acknowU 
edgment of the fault more than 
atoned for it. 

**Now, don't condemn me, be- 
cause at first I intended to use you 
as a means, for I am now your 
friend in every sense. And, Wat-' 
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son^ because of the friendship I 
bear you, let me say that if you 
ever marry, choose a girl with 
health, with strength of mind and 
body, and she will help and 
strengthen you — elevate you into 
all the perfections of perfect man- 
hood. What a marvelous power 
for happiness we possess if familiar 
with all the laws of life, as we 
should be in a true state of civili- 
zation ! Watson, it makes my 
nerves thrill to think of it/* He 
ceased and sank into a chair with a 
contented smile on his features. 

" Moore, by George ! let me thank 
you for your words this afternoon," 
said Watson, holding out his hand 
and grasping Harry's. "Possibly 
I don't ag^ee with you in all your 
conclusions, but I understand the 
spirit which prompted you, and 
many truths were made plain. 
How I wish there were more men 
like you — in mind as well as body," 
he said with feeling. 

"You will call tonight .>•• asked 
Watson, as he prepared to go. 
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"Yes, ril be there/' Harry as- 
sured him, hesitating a moment. 

."Let me thank you again for 
your words this afternoon," said 
Watson as he started away. 

Harry was in doubt for a moment 
whether he should accept Watson's 
invitation. He knew his promise 
to Edith might be construed to 
mean that he should absent himself 
from her presence altogether ; but 
the temptation to see her was too 
great, and he could not resist it 
The opportunity to be near her, of 
gazing into the depths of her clear 
eyes, was a pleasure beyond de- 
clining. 

He mingled with the gay throng 
that assembled there that evening 
and racked his brain for petty 
nothings and pretty compliments 
so necessary in such a gathering. 

Some time elapsed before he 
secured an opportunity of convers* 
ing with Edith alone. 

**Are you going next Friday?*' 
was his first question when this op- 
portunity did appear. 
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"Not until Saturday," she an- 
swered. 

" May I ask just one favor before 
you go ? " 

" That depends." 

" I would like so much to calL 
May I not?" 

** Don't you remember your 
promise to me the other evening ? " 
raising her eyebrows as she gazed 
inquiringly at him. 

"Yes, I do; but. Miss Edith, 
please don't refuse this last favor ? " 
he asked appealingly. 

" I hardly know whether to grant 
it or not," she said, looking away 
thoughtfully. 

" Well, I can decide for you, if 
you will allow me," he said, smiling. 

"Can you?" 

'' Yes." 

" How kind you are." 

" My disposition was always 
kindly." 

" How pleasant," smiling. 

They were silent for a moment, 
she looking away thoughtfully, 
while Harry gazed at her and 
waited her answer. 
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'' Please make the answer yes," 
he finally said. 

'* I don't think f should." 

" You are going away, and I shall 
probably never see you again,** he 
said in pleading tones. 

"Why are you so persistent?" 
turning her eyes toward him as 
though slightly irritated. 

*• Why am I ?" he asked, with a 
slight tinge of emotion in his voice, 
turning his eyes from her. 

" Why do you ask when you al- 
ready know ? " 

"I know? Why should I know?" 
arching her eyebrows and turning 
her eyes away. 

'' I persist simply because I de* 
sire to see you, to be near you," he 
said in a saddened voice, again re- 
garding her earnestly. 

** I am inclined not to refuse your 
request, but I feel that I should," 
she answered, with averted, pensive 
eyes. 

Then she turned towards him 
and saw the misery in his eyes— 
the same tense expression of emo- 
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tion hard to control which had af- 
fected her so strongly on a former 
occasion. 

Then, it made her sorrowful. To- 
nighty it made her almost cry. She 
looked away to conceal her emo- 
tions, and said : 

* Well, if you wish you may calL 
What night would you care to 
come ? " 

** Thanks," he said, in a relieved 
tone ; ** you are very kind. Any 
evening you prefer." 

** Next Thursday, then," she said, 
smiling brightly, then turning and 
moving away. 

Strange, pleasurable emotions 
thrilled him as he gazed after her. 
Then he remembered that she 
would soon be gone and he might 
never see her again. The thought 
even was unbearable, and although 
it was early he could not endure to 
remain a moment longer. The 
nonsensical talk jarred harshly upon 
his nerves. Seeing Helen, he went 
towards her and excused himself, 
and she reluctantly allowed him to 
depart 
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CHAPTER X. 

Harry had not visited the gym- 
nasium since the athletic games. 
He had trained so hard in prepara- 
tion for the races that ne felt 
entitled to a rest 

" Why, it is as important to exer- 
cise as to bathe," he would tell his 
friends when they questioned him 
in reference to its advantages. 
** Moderate exercise purifies the 
blood by accelerating the circula- 
tion and the action of the depura- 
ting organs. Our muscles are 
made to use — not to remain in a 
state o^ inactivity, and if these 
muscles are not used, how can one 
expect them to be strong, shapely 
and healthy ? " 

The day after his call at the Wat- 
son mansion he concluded to begin 
his usual exercise. That super- 
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abundant energy— that exhilara- 
tion possessed by all in superb 
health — which constantly buoyed 
him with a sense of power, appeared 
to be on the wane. There were 
times now when he felt lazy and 
logy. This condition indicated to 
him most emphatically the need 
of exercise. After attending to 
important matters requiring his at* 
tention that morning, he wended his 
way toward the gymnasium. Many 
of his most happy hours had been 
spent in this institution, for after 
acquiring vigorous health from the 
systematic use of the muscles nec- 
essary in the beginning, he made 
play of his exercise. It was to him 
like recess to a schoolboy. He en- 
joyed every moment with the ardor 
and enthusiasm of a child. When 
man or woman fails to enjoy with 
childish intensity — when the dig- 
nity and cold formality of life 
crushes all that is natural— at that 
moment old age begins. Life 
means activity ; death and decay, 
inactivity. 
As Harry walked into the ijym- 
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nasium that morning he was greeted 
with cordial surprise by the manager. 

" Why, Moore, I haven't seen you 
for an age ! Where have you been 
all this time ? " 

" Well, I thought that my hard 
training entitled me to a rest, and 
consequently I remained away." 

" Yes ; you're right. But you 
should have been here yesterday, 
Moore. You have no doubt heard 
of Vernon, the champion wrestler 
of the West ? He was here practic- 
ing. I told him that had you been 
here he would have had a worthy 
antagonist. He smiled in a superi- 
or way and said he would be glad 
to wrestle with you." 

•* Will he be here again?" 

"I think so." 

** I am not a professional, and he 
should throw me, of course, but I 
would like to have the pleasure ui a 
trial with him," said Harry. 

** So I told him, but the supercili- 
ous smile that ornamented his 
features betrayed quite clearly his 
opinion of your wrestling abili* 
ties." 
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**Wcll, I don't suppose that I 
amount to much as a wrestler/' in* 
terposed Harry, coloring slightly. 

•'Ah! pshaw! You threw that 
man Bauer, who was supposed to 
be another great champion, and I 
believe that you can throw this 
chap, too." 

''Well, if he comes again, you 
send me a message and I will be on 
hand. I would like to test his abili- 
ies just for curiosity." 

*'A11 right ; ni do it" 

Harry passed on downstairs to 
the dressing rooms and began pre- 
paring for his exercise. 

In a short time he appeared in 
the main gymnasium, and was 
greeted pleasantly by many of the 
members already assembled there. 

He looked so strong, supple and 
handsome. In every movement 
there was easy natural grace. All 
eyes were attracted towards him. 
The influence of his buoyant spirits 
was exhilarating as he went from 
one apparatus to another, perform- 
ing difficult muscular feats with 
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astounding ease. There seemed to 
be more life, more energy, more 
pleasure after his appearance. 

The main gymnasium was a large 
hall with a high vaulted roof. 
Around the walls hung wooden 
dumb-bells, Indian clubs, wands, 
etc. Apparatuses for de\elcping 
all parts of the body were scattered 
all over the place. Peculiar look- 
ing devices for strengthening vari- 
ous defective muscles or organs 
were seen here and there. Hori- 
zontal and parallel bars, swinging 
rings, trapezes, and, in fact, every- 
thing essential to a modern gym- 
nasium was there. 

"Moore, Tve missed you very 
much/' said an acquaintance to 
Harry as he was using a pulley 
apparatus. 

" Glad to hear it ; I like to be 
missed. It shows appreciation,'* 
answered Harry, smiling. 

** I hope that wrestler will come 
around to-day. He is such a con- 
ceited chap, and I believe you could 
throw him without much trouble." 
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^' Don't be too confident. My 
throwing a few amateurs does not 
indicate that I would be able to de- 
feat a professional." 

"Ah, you're too modest. If you 
simply try, I will stake all I have 
that you throw him." 

" I'm anxious enough for a trial, 
and I'm never beaten until the con- 
test has been decided that way." 

" Good for you " 

Harry's friend stopped suddenly. 
There was a commotion among the 
members standing around near the 
dressing rooms. One came running 
towards Harry. 

"Say, Moore, I just noticed Ver- 
non, the wrestler, going to the 
dressing room. Do you intend to 
wrestle him ? " asked he^ in excited 
tones. 

•* Certainly; why shouldn't I?- 
answered Harry. 

The members crowded around 
him, though when he assured all he 
was willing to meet the champion, 
they moved away to different parts 
of the gymnasium, discussing Har- 
ry's chances. All had unbounded 
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faith in him and was sure he would 
win. 

Harry was too modest to say so^ 
but he felt confident of winning. 
Though it does not often occur that 
a runner of exceptional abilities 
possesses the strength of back, 
shoulders, arms, neck and chest re- 
quired in wrestling, Harry was 
especially gifted in this way, and 
he also possessed the grit and de- 
termination so essential in a contest 
of this kind. He feared nothing. 
His physical courage was as great 
or greater than his strength. 

When they informed him that the 
famous wrestler had appeared, there 
was for a moment a peculiar sensa- 
tion in his throat, but there followed 
immediately a feeling of exultation 
at the prospect before him and of 
intense determination to be the 
conqueror. 

The members were all excited in 
anticipation of the great contest 
They knew that Vernon would 
never expect that an amateur, no 
matter how scrtat his abilities* 
would have any chance with him, 
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and they greatly enjoyed his prob- 
able surprise. 

About this time Vernon appeared. 
He was certainly a muscular giant. 
His great massive shoulders, broad, 
thick neck and sturdy limbs indi- 
cated the phenomenal strengfti 
which he no doubt possesse<5. 

There was but little grace in his 
movements, but the tremendous 
power in his massive body was 
ihown in every outline. He was a 
modern Hercules, and had the an- 
cient mythological hero himself 
stepped down into life, he could 
hardly have shown more wonderful 
evidence of muscular force. 

Harry was surprised when he 
saw him, but only for an instant 
did he fear that he was attempting 
too much. 

Harry had learned his wrestling 
from one of the best masters of the 
art, and he believed that, as far as 
science was concerned, he would 
be Vernon's equal. But from Ver- 
non's appearance he realized that he 
should be his superior in strength 
of the arms and shoulders at least. 
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As Vernon appeared, several of 
the members went towards him and 
inquired as to his willingness to 
wrestle Harry. He assented to their 
proposal. 

Vernon and several of the mem- 
bers then came over to Harry. 
Harry's fine physique apparently 
surprised Vernon, though he greet- 
ed him pleasantly as he was intro- 
duced. 

" They insist on my wrestling you, 
Mr. Vernon, and I have consented, 
though you must consider it rather 
audacious on my part," was Harry's 
first remark. 

"Not in the least, Mr. Moore, 
though, of course, my greater 
experience will be to your disad- 
vantage." 

*• Yes ; I realize that," Harry an- 
swered. 

The conversation was interrupted 
here by the manager, who spoke to 
Vernon and then moved away with 
him. 

In the centre of the hall was a 
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large wrestling mat, which was 
used to prevent injury when a 
wrestler threw his antagonist to the 
floor. The members immediately 
began to assemble around this mat 
until all available space was oc- 
cupied. 

Harry continued his exercise, 
though refraining from that which 
required much effort, saving his 
strength for the violent task he 
realized was before him. His friends 
conversed with him, discussing his 
chances of winning. Notwithstand- 
ing their confidence in Harry, after 
examining Vernon's physique close- 
ly they became fearful of the results. 

The manager came over toward 
Harry. 

"Well, are you ready, Moore?" 

''Yes, I'm ready." 

** Now, don't get nervous ; keep a 
cool head, and your chances* are 
good," said the manager as Harry 
walked by his side towards the 
wrestling mat 

" Don't you fear for me ! " said 
Harry, in emphatic, determined 
tones. 
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Harry did feel a trifle nervous as 
he gazed over to his burly antago- 
nist, who was conversing smilingly 
with those around him. 

Both men wore tights, extending 
to the waist only. The upper parts 
of their bodies were without cover- 
ing. They made a beautiful sight 
as they stepped out on the mat 
One could almost imagine a Her- 
cules and an extremely robust speci- 
men of Apollo had stepped into life. 
The exquisite symmetry of outline 
of every muscle, of every curve of 
Harry's magnificent body contrast- 
ed strangely with Vernon's more 
phenomenal development 

" Which style shall it be, Moore ?" 
asked Vernon. 

" I prefer catch-as-catch-can," an- 
swered Harry. 

'' That will suit me, though I am 
better at Grseco-Roman." 

Harry knew that quickness would 
give him a better chance at catch- 
as-catch-can style, and naturally 
chose it 

In this style c£ wrestling: two 
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shoulders must touch the floor at 
the same time to constitute a fall, 
and the contestants are not limited 
to any holds — they can grasp any 
part of the body. 

**Who will act as referee?" in- 
quired the manager. 

''I am satisfied with you/' said 
Vernon. 

•* All right — that is satisfactory/' 
said Harry. 

The manager then appointed a 
time keeper. 

" Are you both ready ? " from the 
manager. 

" Yes/' from both contestants. 

"Time!" cried the time keeper 
in a loud voice. 

Both contestants moved swiftly 
towards each other to the centre of 
the mat. They grasped hands, 
carefully, gingerly. Vernon smiled 
with careless confidence. Harry's 
face was white — ^a determined ex- 
pression shone from his eyes. • 

They played for a hold, making 
quick moves, slapping lightly on 
shoulders, neck and arms Harry 
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was more on the defensive, await- 
ing to discover Vernon's tactics. 

Suddenly Vernon turned like a 
flash and hip-locked Harry, catch- 
ing him around the neck. Harry 
struggled for an instant and by a 
movement quick as a flash stepped 
forward, saved himself, then 
straightened his body, graspmg the 
arm that Vernon had around his 
neck and, raising Vernon, threw 
him heavily to the floor. It was 
such a surprise to Harry that he 
failed to follow his advantage, and 
Vernon quickly rose. The specta- 
tors were breathless with interest 
The smile died from Vernon's feat- 
ures. He realized the task before 
him. A grim expression appeared. 

Now, see them wrestle ! Vernon 
dashes at Harry roughly. Harry 
parries his attempt. They struggle 
and strain, each in their endeavors 
to gain an advantage. Vernon 
grasps Harry's arms again and 
again, endeavoring to turn him that 
he might secure a hold from be- 
hind. He succeeds, grasps Harry 
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with a half-Nelson and around the 
waist, then starts to lift him. Har- 
ry entwines his legs in Vernon's 
and prevents him. Harry falls to 
the floor, Vernon on top. Harry Is 
on hands and knees. Vernon 
catches him around the waist and 
pla3rs for an effective hold. He is 
not immediately successful. He 
finally secures a fair half-Nelson 
and, grasping Harry's leg, en- 
deavors to turn him. Harry strug- 
gles and gets away. Vernon forces 
the contest like one possessed. He 
reaches over Harry and endeavors 
to secure his arm. 

With a movement like lightning, 
Harry grasps Vernon's arms and 
rolls, sending Vernon flying 
through the air. He falls heavily 
on his side, at least ten feet away. 
Vernon rises before Harry can get 
to him. 

Again they are both on their feet. 
The spectators are wild with excite- 
ment. They are yelling like luna- 
tics. The manager is rushing from 
side to side as the wrestlers move 
from one part of the mat to the other. 
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The perspiration is beginning to 
ooze from the bare bodies of the 
struggling gladiators. Now one 
secures an advantage, then the 
other. Harry shows marvelous 
quickness. Vernon is amazed at 
the manner he breaks his most dan- 
gerous grips. 

Now one is thrown to the floor, 
then the other ; but by marvelous 
agility and strength manage to 
wriggle round, and alight on hands 
and knees instead of shoulders. 

The contest, started in a spirit of 
fun, is now most grim rivalry. 
There is a hard, determined expres- 
sion on the face of each th^t keeps 
the audience wrought up to the 
highest state of excitement. 

They are close together. Harry 
is crouched and struggling to avoid 
being crushed to the floor. He 
sees a chance and grasps Vernon's 
arm near the shoulder, turns with 
lightning rapidity, shouldering 
Vernon's arm, throwing him high 
in the air as though he were a dolL 
He falls to the floor and jars thp 
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whole hall with his bulky weight, 
but fails to touch both shoulders. 

Harry gains confidence. Vernon 
struggles to his feet, notwithstand- 
ing Harry's efforts to prevent him. 

Vernon is bleeding from his last 
fall, but it seems only to madden 
him the more. He rushes at Har- 
ry viciously, secures a hip-lock, 
throws him to hands and knees, 
follows him as though he would 
crush him in his mighty arms. His 
weight is on Harry. He is endeav- 
oring to crush in his ribs. Harry 
sees the vicious attempt and grinds 
his teeth with rage, and, seeing 
Vernon's head over his body, 
reaches up with one arm and se- 
cures a most terrible grip on Ver- 
non, pitching him over, still retain- 
ing the grip. Vernon arches his 
tremendous neck, and, resting on 
head and heels, raises his body and 
prevents his shoulders touching the 
floor. 

Harry holds him in this position. 
The manager is on hands and knees 
looking for a fall. Harry endeavors 

S3S Digitized by Google 



to force his shoulders down, but the 
great mass of muscle on Vernon's 
neck is not to be tired so easily 

The audience are breathless. Not 
a sound can be heard. All eyes are 
glued on the contestants, whose 
bodies are now glistening with 
perspiration. 

Vernon rolls from one side to the 
other in his endeavors to extricate 
himself. Suddenly, by a super- 
human effort, he reverses his force 
and loosens Harry's hold. 

The audience applaud the mar- 
velous feat Their great regard for 
Harry did not lessen their appreci- 
ation of the g^eat skill and power 
of his antagonist 

Vernon's viciousness had not 
abated one atom, for he rose and 
gashed at Harry with his head 
down. Harry threw all his weight 
on Vernon's neck as he came at him 
and succeeded in forcing him to the 
floor. He now saw his opportunity. 
Grasping Vernon around the body 
just below the arms, he raises him 
shoulder high. He gives Vernon's 
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body a twist and falls with him. 
Vernon's shoulders strike the floor. 

The applause is deafening, and 
the manager's cry of " Fall " is lost 
in the hubbub. The members rush 
in and bear Harry away, not giving 
him time to shake hands with the 
fallen champion. 

He showed the effect of bis vio- 
lent work, being literally bathed in 
perspiration. His breathing was 
greatly accelerated and his heart 
was beating like a trip-hammer. 

He removed the tights, which 
were dripping with perspiration, 
and two of his friends, each with a 
towel, began drying his body. 

He then went to tne bath rooms, 
and in a few minutes appeared with 
merely a towel encircling his loins. 

His Apollo-like limbs shown 
with the whiteness of marble. The 
delicate pink here and there, from 
the rubbing, marred momentarily 
their marble whiteness. 

How imposing he looked ! What 
if a word could have changed him 
to marble ? As a work of art, as a 
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copy of Nature*s perfection, he 
would have been a paragon. His 
fine proportions would be modeled, 
sculptured and copied with pencil 
and camera. How such beauty 
fascinates us ! Nature ! How infin- 
itesimal are human attempts 
when compared to its wonderful 
works. 

•* Well, Moore, you did splendidly. 
That fall was superb," said the 
manager, as Harry passed through 
the office on his way to the street. 

"I surprised myself. Had no 
idea he was such a good man,^' an- 
swered Harry. 

" How do you feel— all right ? " 

" Yes, fine ; though if I had been 
compelled to continue that violent 
work much longer, would have no 
doubt been much exhausted," said 
he. 

As he walked away from the 
gymnasium a few moments later he 
could feel the rich blood surging 
and bounding through his every 
artery. 

•*How glorious life is!" he 
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thoiiglit. *\I feel as though noth- 
ing could prevent me being happy — 
gloriously happy." 

He thought of Edith, but even 
the uncertainty of his winning her 
failed to lessen his exhilaration. 

That day, as he walked into his 
office, life seemed so beautiful. 
Every cause for worry disappeared 
under the influence of his present 
condition. He even went so far as 
to anticipate the time when Edith 
should be his wife. 

This was his mood when he en- 
tered his private office that after- 
noon. 

He took up some letters and 
tried to concentrate his mind on 
business, but he saw in each the 
features of Edith, and finally drifted 
into a delicious reverie. 

Who will say that the proper use 
of the muscular system and the 
cultivation of physical health do 
not elevate, enlarge and broaden 
a human being, both mentally and 
physically ? It drives thoughts of 
petty things from the mind, it clears 
the brain« it forces one to feel 
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happy. Under such natural puri- 
fying, invigorating influence, the 
blues mysteriously disappear, the 
cross and crabbed dyspeptic loses 
his ill temper and amazes his family 
with kindness and good nature. 

Murky dissenters and chronic 
growlers, taste of life at this stand- 
point ! Clear the system for a time 
of accumulated corruption from in- 
activity, and live ! Yes, live, in the 
true sense of the word. Feel the 
inspiring, almost heavenly rewards 
of following the great laws of 
health. Then, and then only, can 
one taste the sweets of this life- 
then only does one enter the realm 
of real earthly happiness. 

Man is indeed wonderfully made ! 
A glorious happiness is within his 
reach ! Grasp it before eyes grow 
dim, feet unsteady ; before the call 
bearing into a mysterious uncer- 
tainty, roufi:hlv ends life's dream. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

Edith's efforts in converting 
Helen were not entirely successful, 
though she had induced her to ex- 
ercise regularly and to make a few 
changes in her diet. She deeply 
regretted her inability to persuade 
her to adopt a dress which con- 
formed more to her natural figure. 
She was pleased, however, with the 
enthusiasm displayed in her exer- 
cise. Already Helen admitted that 
she was stronger. Her weekly 
headache had mysteriously disap- 
peared. Every day she would say 
to Edith, ** Now, it will come to- 
morrow," when her usual attack 
was omitted. 

"Your headache will never re- 
turn if you exercise regularly as 
you have been doing," Edith would 
answer. 
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Although Helen had unlimited 
confidence in her cousin's veracity, 
she had but little faith in this as- 
sertion. She had concluded that 
this complaint could never be 
cured, for every remedy that money 
could buy had been tried, resulting 
only in temporary relief, and how 
exercise could be of benefit, when 
all known remedies of medical 
science had failed, was beyond hen 

£dith argued with her, and ex- 
plained how exercise purified the 
blood, assisted the digestion, etc.; 
but she could not realize that it 
could help her. 

** It might cure other people, but 
not me," she would say. 

A few days before Edith was to 
depart for home Helen began to 
grow enthusiastic over her improve- 
ment. 

" Do you know, cousin," she said 
one morning, " I believe I am grow- 
ing stronger." 

**Did not I tell you that you 
would?" 

••Yes, you did; but it has sur- 
prised me, nevertheless," answered 
Helen, smiling. 
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They were seated in Helen's bou- 
doir. They had been reading the 
morning papers. The windows 
were opened wide, and the cool, 
fresh morning air, laden with ex- 
quisite odor from contact with 
green trees, played about them. 

They made a pretty picture, 
seated there in careless attitude, 
dressed solely for comfort Edith's 
queenly beauty showed the more 
plainly in her flimsy costume, and 
the beauty of Helen's fair face and 
nicely rounded, but delicately 
moulded, figure was enhanced. 

A languid mood possessed them, 
and they were enjoying it. Edith 
lay at full length in a luxurious re- 
clining chair. Helen was leaning 
back in a big rocker, her pretty 4^' 

feet, incased in slippers, were rest- l 

ing upon a chair. They looked so 
wholesome. Helen's complexion 

had greatly changed. Her cheeks . 
had. the pink color of health ; her 
eyes a clear brightness from im- 
proved digestion. All this pleased 
her very much, and she was thor- 
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oughly satisfied with herself and 
the world on this particular morn- 
ing. A happy smile brightened her 
features at the least cause for its 
appearance. 

She greatly enjoyed teasing 
Edith about Harry. Helen was 
certainly a fine girl, and if she had 
enjoyed proper environment would 
probably have developed into a 
magnificent woman. As it was, she 
must be satisfied with mediocrity. 
She must yearn for that which she 
knew was beyond her reach. With 
a more imposing physique and with 
the increased power and self-reli- 
ance accompanying this physical 
perfection, her will would have 
been law — with men at least 

Edith at times allowed a look of 
sadness to mar , momentarily her 
fine countenance. That evening 
Harry was to call. Of late she did 
not understand herself. Her reso- 
lutions, usually so strong, now 
wavered from one conclusion to 
another. When under the spell of 
enthusiasm for her g^at cause. 
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H drry was far from her mind, but 
at other times, when she was true 
to herself, when she looked at life 
calmly, her thoughts would turn to 
him. For a time she tried to con- 
quer this inclination, tried to drive 
thoughts of him from her mind al* 
together ; but these efforts seemed 
to have an opposite effect More 
than once her eyes grew dim with 
tears when the contest between duty 
and the seeming possibilities for a 
great happiness became more bit- 
ter than usual. 

On many occasions she was about 
to yield in Harry's favor, but the 
thought would arise that their views 
of marriage would be so different 
that they could never be happy. 
She had her peculiar ideas of mar- 
riage, and though unconventional, 
she felt unequal to the task of 
questioning him in the matter. 
Again and again she called herself 
a weak-minded woman, and tried to 
subdue the desire for a life so dif- 
ferent from that which she had 
"owed to follow. 
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She wished to do right '< But 
what is right ? " she would ask her- 
self over and over again in calm 
moments. She knew that if Harry 
had viewed marriage as she did that 
she could probably accomplish more 
if married. But this she considered 
unlikely. 

** He's so handsome and so hon- 
est and honorable," she would mur- 
mur to herself in moments of 
dreaming. "He could never be 
unkind ; his eyes are too sincere 
and gentle for that.'' More than 
once while in this mood she seri- 
ously concluded to give herself to 
him^ let the consequences be what 
they might. 

That morning her thoughts were 
continually of him, and she began 
to fear the consequences of his 
visit. For the first time she doubt- 
ed herself. Might she not lose her 
self -control ? She recalled his in- 
fluence over her on a former occa- 
sion, and she realized that there 
was good cause for fear. 

" Edith/' said Helen, after a long 
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silence, **t am so sorry you are 
going. How I wish you could stay 
with us always. You imbue me 
with sweater strength and confi- 
dence." 

'' I would like to, cousin ; but I 
can't/' answered Edith, smiling. 

**Do you know, coz,"said Helen, 
with a serious face, " when you talk . 
to me I feel as though my life might 
be made of value." 

"Well, you can't imagine how 
pleased I am to hear you say that, 
Helen," answered Edith, the smile 
dying from her countenance. ** It 
assures me that my efforts have not 
been wasted." 

**They have not indeed. You 
have made me think seriously." 

** If your thoughts will only lead 
on to actions, I will be satisfied." 

*But you are going away too 
soon — }}ist as I am becoming en- 
thusiastically interested." 

" Don't allow my departure to re- 
tard you. I will write long letters, 
and if I find that you are becoming 
a backslider, I shall have to return 
promptly." 
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"Well, Vm sure to be a back- 
slider, if that will bring you back," 
answered Helen, laughing. 

"Oh, no; you would not do 
that," said Edith, with assumed se- 
riousness. 

" I will merely pretend that I'm 
backsliding," said Helen, her 
features quieting down with a 
smile. 

" Now, leaving all jesting aside, 
you intend to continue improving 
after I am gone, do you not ? " asked 
Edith earnestly. 

"Yes, certainly I do." 

" You think so now, but will you 
when I am not here to enthuse 
you ? — that's the question." 

**ril try hard." 

" Well, if you try, that is alll can 
ask." 

"You can rely on that" 

"You mentioned the other day 
that you were ambitious to become 
a fine vocalist. Now, Helen, why 
don't you ? " 

" I would like to, if I thought it 
possible." 

** I am sure you can. You have a 
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pleasant voice, but it lacks power. 
Your vocal teacher encouraged you 
in the belief that something could 
be made of your voice, didn't he ? " 

" Yes, he did." 

" Now, cousin," said Edith, gaz- 
ing at her seriously, " I have sev- 
eral reasons for encouraging you in 
this desire. Who knows you may 
be compelled some day to rely on 
your own efforts for a livelihood ; 
if you would cultivate and make 
something of your voice, you could 
then earn your own living if neces- 
sary. " 

** That's true! " interrupted Helen 
enthusiastically. 

" Then you would have an object 
in life. To live without an object 
is sinful. When thoroughly inter- 
ested in voice cultivation, a fine 
pnysique will be especially desirea. 
Physical culture has already bene- 
fitted you, and should you desire to 
use your vocal talents for financial 
gain, an imposing physique would 
add greatly to your chances of suc- 
cess. There is scarcely a successful 
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vocalist on the stage who does not 
possess considerable beauty. A fine 
voice can only be possessed by those 
with a fine body." 

**Yes, I suppose you're right. 
Nearly all our great singers are 
fine looking women." 

"Well, where do they acquire 
their fine figures ? They are not 
developed in society life — that is 
certain. There is scarcely a vocal- 
ist of renown who did not come 
from a life of obscurity. Many per- 
formed hard labor in their early 
youth. This was a blessing, for it 
developed the magnificent figures 
and vigorous health, so essential to 
life's success. If you desire to be 
successful in this ambition, first be 
beautiful, and beauty can be culti- 
vated by following instructions I 
have given you — namely, take regu- 
lar exercise, thoroughly ventilate 
your rooms, bathe regularly, don't 
worry, always try to be happy and 
by all means avoid the habit of de- 
forming your body with tight lac- 
ing! That is awful!" emphati-' 
cally. 
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"Ah, cousin, you are too severe 
on corsets," said Helen. 

" No, I'm not. Proper exercise 
will develop beautiful figures, but 
the use of that soul-andbody- 
crushing device will destroy them." 

'* But, cousin, isn't there danger 
of acquiring big, brawny muscles 
like those of a blacksmith, if you 
exercise very much." 

'' Ah, what nonsense ; no matter 
how much exercise a woman might 
take, she could never cultivate such 
muscles. Did you ever notice 
women athletes in circuses ? They 
are nearly as strong as the men, 
but they have no big, brawny 
muscles. They are usually round, 
smooth and finely developed, and 
circus gymnastics are far more dif* 
ficult and violent than is the ordi* 
nary exercise used in physical cul- 
ture." 

''Coz, your arguments are con« 
vincing, and I suppose you are 
right I am beginning to believe 
in you, anyway, and should you re- 
main here much longer, I would 
not be surprised at my becoming 
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one of your most devoted dis- 
ciples." 

^ If I thought so, I would make 
you a much longer visit on some 
other occasion/' said Edith. 

" All right, you come, and I'll try 
it. Anyway, should I not please 
you, there will be Mr. Moore. He 
will be here," said Helen, teas- 
ingly. 

"Do you think so?" answered 
Edith, elevating her eyebrows and 
smiling slightly. 

" If he was away, he would soon 
be here, should I inform him of your 
presence." 

" His taste might change." 

**No, he won't; he's beyond 
change in that regard." 

"How you do like to tease,** 
smilingly. 

"I'm not teasing, I'm merely 
stating facts." 

"Of course you could not make 
a mistake ? " with slight sarcasm. 

" Not in this case." 

" Why not in this case ? " 

" Because I must believe what I 
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have seen. What do you intend to 
do with him, dear ? " asked Helen, 
growing suddenly serious. **My, 
but he loves you. I have seen him 
follow you with a worshipful ex- 
pression in his brown eyes that 
spoke more than words ever could." 

Helen paused. Edith remained 
silent, her thoughts were far away. 

''Dear, sometimes I think you 
love him," continued Helen, coming . 
over behind Edith's chair and ca- 
ressing her cousin's shapely neck. 

"Do you?" softly asked Helen, 
leaning forward until her face 
nearly touched Edith. 

" There you are again," answered 
Edith, looking back at her with a 
faint suspicion of tears in her eyes. 
''Always searching for romance," / 

squeezing her arm slightly. 

" Now, please don't squeeze my 
arm so hard," ejaculated Helen. 

" Do answer my question ? " 

"Some day," said Edith, drawing 
Helen around into her lap. 

" Not some day, right now, coz," 
taking Edith's lovely face in both 
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hands, turning It slightly untilshe 
could look into her clear eyes. 

"You have your share of curi- 
osity," answered Edith, returning 
her gaze. 

"I have in this, because you 
would be such a handsome couple." 

" Do you think so ? " asked Edith, 
smiling. 

"I do, indeed. He's so hand- 
some — ^almost as handsome as you. 
I do wish you would marry him, 
and then you would live here. 
Wouldn't that be grand!" she 
cried vehemently, leaning back, 
throwing her arms around Edith's 
neck, and drawing her face close to 
her own. 

" What a child you are ! " said 
Edith, caressing her. "Such a 
building of air castles I " 

"And you can make them all 
real, cousin. Don't disappoint me!** 
in pleading tones. 

"I should prefer to please you, 
dear, but you would not desire me 
to do that which would make me 
miserable, even to please you, would 
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*Not for the world!" nestling 
closer, affectionately. "But this 
would never result in misery — that 
iSy if you love him/' pinching her 
cousin^s cheeks and smiling mean- 
ingly. 

"But suppose I don't love him, 
then what?" 

"But you do?" 

"I haven't said so." 

"And you haven't denied it, 
either." 

" I know/' answered Edith, paus- 
ing, then lookingaway thoughtfully. 

" You need not consider it, I have 
it all arranged," said Helen, grasp- 
ing her cousin's arm and shaking 
her playfully. 

"Noi*, dear," answered Edith, 
while her face assumed a serious f 

expression, " I have not the faintest i 

intention of marrying. It is far 
from my thoughts. I have stated 
this many times ; I gave you my rea- 
sons for this resolution, and I have 
not changed. I like Mr. Moore 
as a friend. I admire and respect 
him as a friend — nothing more." 

Her enthusiasm for the great 
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cause again possessed her. When 
she uttered that sentence she be- 
lieved it. Her newly-formed love 
for Harry was of little importance 
in these enthusiastic moments, when 
weighed against her life's great 
purpose. 

"I did think that your regard for 
him was beyond friendship, cousin. 
I hoped it was true, and you can't 
imagine how disappointed I am to 
know of my mistake," said Helen, 
in sad tones, looking down and 
playing with the hem of her hand- 
kerchief. 

'* It can't be helped, dear. Let 
us drop the subject ; it makes me 
sftd, and it does you, too." 

"All right, dear." 

They both remained silent for 
some time. 

'' Suppose we go to the park ? " 
said Helen suddenly, quickly rising 
as though trying to drive sad 
thoughts from her mind. 

'* I cannot go this morning, 
Helen. I have some writing to do ; 
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but go yourself. The walk will do 
you good." 

* 'It's so lonesome walking alone, * ' 
answered Helen. 

** Well, wait until this afternoon 
and I will accompany you." 

'* Very well. I'll finish the inter- 
esting novel on reform I was read- 
ing," said Helen, as she started to- 
wards the door. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

Edith remained where her cous|n 
left her some time. She wanted to 
be alone. The conversation with 
Helen jarred harshly upon her feel* 
ings. She felt sad and uncomfort* 
able. Helen meant well. She knew 
that ; but, nevertheless, her jesting 
remarks of Harry and herself 
pained her more than she cared to 
own. With her it was not a subject 
to jest about. It had confronted 
her in all seriousness so often of 
late that to view it in a humorous 
light seemed sacreligious. 

She went to ber room and tried 
to write, but she could not concen- 
trate her thoughts. They would 
drift away into the all-absorbing 
subject. 

She lay down her pen and sat 
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there wrapped In thought Her 
eyes had a vacant, far-away stare. 
Her intelligent features wore a 
melancholy expression. Occasion* 
ally her full lips trembled slightly. 
Her imposing physique was out- 
lined by her thin, clinging garment 
She was unhappy, and her inability 
to dispel her gloomy thoughts irri- 
tated her. She could not under* 
stand herself, and for the first time 
could not rely on her own decision. 
One moment she would decide that 
a certain course was right, and in 
a few minutes might come to an 
opposite conclusion. 

In a word, she was struggling 
against her own natural desire; 
struggling against the love that she 
was unable to stifle. She had never 
dreamed that love could have such 
a power to influence her when once 
it was awakened. Such womei\ 
when their love has been won be- 
come so intense in their affections 
that honor, home, ambition are as 
nothing when compared to this 
soul-consuming desire to be with 
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the one of their choice. Nature has 
willed that such should be the case, 
and all unperverted specimens of 
human kind obey the mandates of 
this law. All that day her mind re- 
mained in an unsettled state. 

Late in the afternoon she went on 
a long walk through the park with 
Helen, and felt much better. It 
cleared her brain and swept away 
wild, fanciful thoughts. 

After dinner, she went to her 
room. She desired to fully decide 
upon her course that evening. She 
wanted to commune alone with her- 
self, and decide definitely, one way 
or the other, before he arrived and 
treat him accordingly. She had 
already concluded that there was 
but one course for her — the one she 
had long ago determined to follow ; 
but she desired to weigh both sides 
— to view it from every point, so 
there could be no cause to blame 
herself. If she acted according to 
the dictates of her conscience there 
would be no occasion for futut e re* 
gret, she thought. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



She shut herself in her room 
and went over the same ar^- 
ment again and again. Was her 
love of him ardent enough to risk 
his being a man who viewed mar- 
riage as did other men? She 
doubted it. Even if the question of 
her ambition was left out alto- 
gether, would it be best for her to 
marry? she asked herself. Again 
she doubted. She prized her hap- 
piness very highly. She knew that 
great happiness added to working 
power, and also to the length of life 
itself. She doubted her ability to 
always find happiness in her work, 
and thought that there might be a 
time when the yearning for the 
affection of a loving husband, or for 
the sweet voices of prattling chil- 
dren, would in fluence her. She was 
on the verge of crying on two or 
three occasions, but forced back the 
tears and bravely continued her 
reasoning. 

. " That time may come," she said 
to herself. *'In fact, it is almost 
sure to come some day ; but I can 
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wait I will follow the bent of my 
present aspirations, and when my 
yearning for the natural lot of 
women is stronger than my desire 
to assist my suffering sex, then I 
can risk marriage. If he will wait 
for that time, I can encourage him 
to that extent No, I won't even do 
that. He must not know that I 
care for him, for then I would be 
powerless. He would plead with 
me and might influence me to act 
as he chose. 

" No, all is settled," she inaudibly 
uttered, rising and pacing the floor. 
"To-night I will see him for the 
last time. How I wish I had not 
allowed him to call i It will be a 
hard ordeal to go through, but I 
must meet him with unfaltering 
determination. I must be thor- 
oughly imbued with the desire to 
do as I have vowed. I will treat 
him coldly, as I should have done 
from the start." 

This was her state of mind when 
the servant appeared at her door 
to announce that Mr. Moore had 
called and asked for her.ig,,edbyv:.oogle 



Harry had passed the time since 
we last saw him in his usual way. 
No more melancholy spells annoyed 
him. He could not fathom how a 
happy conclusion was to come 
about ; but his supreme confidence 
and vigorous happy temperament 
would not allow a gloomy view of 
the situation. 

Nearly every day he spent an 
hour or more in vigorous exercise, 
and " blues," the great product of 
indigestion, were driven far, far 
away. 

He tried to entirely occupy him- 
self with his business, and had 
partially succeeded, though his 
thoughts would occasionally drift 
from these hard dry subjects to 
more pleasant themes. 

He looked forward to the evening 
he was to call on Edith with no 
small degree of pleasurable antici- 
pation. He refused to admit even 
to himself that this would be 
the last time he would see her. He 
could not contemplate the possi- 
bility of her forcing strict adherence 
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to his promise never to seek her 
again. He would adhere to it if she 
insisted, in moments of deep rea- 
soning, he realized the uncertainty 
of his winning her, but viewed only 
the present side, and vowed he 
would do his best, and, if he lost, 
he would — well, he would not allow 
himself to consider further. At 
this point he stopped. He was not 
prepared for failure, and did not 
dare to seriously consider it. He 
knew it might be a blow from which 
he might never recover — that life 
would be encompassed with dark- 
ness and despair of mind and soul 
if failure did occur. 

He felt strong and full of confi* 
dence as he mounted the steps of 
the Watson home on Wednesday 
evening. His eyes sparkled with 
unusual brilliancy. His complex- 
ion was fresh and clear. The jaunty 
summer suit he wore revealed his 
fine physique. What a handsome 
fellow he appeared as he stood there 
after pressing the electric bell. A 
pleasant smile lighted his features 

264 ' Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



as he thought of the pleasure before 
him — a smile so sincere, so win* 
ning. 

The servant came and ushered 
him in. He remembered the room 
so well. He noted the chair she 
had occupied when first he called 
on her. He touched it in a caress- 
ing manner. The atmosphere had 
an aroma which reminded him of 
her. He remembered how she had 
amazed him with her remarkable 
intelligence ; how her brilliant mind 
grasped the most difficult subjects 
with ease as she conversed with him 
on that memorable evening. He re- 
called her earnest enthusiasm when 
speaking of the evils from which 
her sex were forced to suffer — how 
her eyes flashed and her cheeks 
flushed from interest in the subjects 
discussed. All this came to him as 
he waited for her to appear. 

"And I will see her to-night. 
That beautiful creature!" he 
musedy uttering the last words 
slowly and inaudibly, while a smile 
lighted his features^ as he leaned 
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his head back and closed his 
eyes. 

He heard the rustling of a dress 
on the stairs ; he sat upright, with 
a curious light of expectancy in his 
eyes. In a moment the door opened 
and Edith came into the room. 

She wore a soft, shimmering, 
silky garment, evidently more for 
comfort than enhancing her beauty ; 
but it displayed her superb figure 
in all its exquisite loveliness. 

" Good evening, Mr. Moore," said 
she, advancing towards him with 
outstretched hand. 

He rose and went towards her as 
she entered, and returned her cor- 
dial greeting, taking her hand within 
his own. Her hand was so warm ! 
The temptation to press it was too 
strong to resist 

** Miss Edith," said he, still hold- 
ing her hand, ** I thank you so much 
for this pleasure you have so kindly 
allowed me," gazing at her with a 
devotional expression. 

'' I need no thanks, Mr. Moore," 
answered she, moving towards a 
chair as he released her hand. 
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Harry's eyes followed her. How 
proudly she carried herself! To 
him she was ravishingly lovely, and 
the thought of having her all to 
himself even for so brief a period 
made his heart beat quickly. 

"Won't you take this chair?" 
said he, by an effort controlling his 
voice, pointing to a very luxurious 
rocker which he had vacated. *• I 
noticed you preferred it on a former 
occasion. " 

^'Oh, no ; that chair is for indo- 
I ent persons. You can sit there 
this evening^" she said, smiling. 

** Am I to infer then that I am in- 
dolent ?" returning her smile, and 
seating himself. 

'' Yes, you can be indolent this 
evening, if you desire," jestingly. 

'* Slander me all you please; I'll 
not object in the least." 

•* Why call it slander ? Are there 
not times when you feel averse to 
activity of any kind ? " 

" On rare occasions only." 

^ It is a luxury to feel languid 
occasionally. One should not bo 
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going, going all the time. He wouic 
soon wear out from such unceasing 
activity." 

** Yes, you are right," he answered. 

Edith was far from being in a 
jesting humor. Her smile, usually 
so pleasant and natural, now ap- 
peared forced. In the few words 
they had exchanged Harry noticed 
this ; but she looked more hand- 
some than ever in his eyes, and the 
sound of her voice was exquisite 
music to his ears. 

*'How have you been amusing 
yourself since I last saw you ? " in- 
quired Edith, after a silence of a 
moment. 

"Athletics have been my princi- 
pal amusement," he answered. 

" What branch of athletics do you 
prefer?" 

" I hardly know. I like every- 
thing in that line, though I believe 
wrestling and sparring are my fa- 
vorite exercises." 

**I like fencing the best. Did 
you ever try it?" 

"Yes, once or twice." 

" If you would thoroughly master 
it. I know you would like it. It 
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keeps one interested every moment 
I fence a great deal when at home, 
and I have missed it greatly since I 
have been here." 

" Yes, it is a fine exercise. It's 
both recreative and healthful, and I 
am sure I should like it with you 
for a teacher. What do you say ? " 
said he, smiling. 

** All right, if you will come to my 
home for your lessons." 

" Do you mean it ? " 

"Why, certainly." 

"You may expect me the next 
day after your arrival. Oh, you 
need not laugh ; I*m not jesting io 
the least,'' he added, seriously, as 
she smiled incredulously. 

"You don't mean to say that you 
would travel all that distance to 
learn fencing ? " 

" Well, yes ; fencing is a fasci- 
nating exercise, especially if the 
teacher is also fascinating." 

" My teacher is fine ; I will en- 
gage him for you," appearing not 
to understand his meaning. 
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^ Your teacher will not please me 
so well as one of his pupils, however 
fine he may be," he said, smiling. 

** Suppose the pupil refuse, tticn 
what?" asked she, smiling. 

'' But the pupil has already given 
her consent, and I positively refuse 
to allow her to retract." 

" You would not be so cruel as to 
persist in your refusal, would you ?" 
she asked in feigned pleading 
tones, gazing at him with her 
calm, clear eyes. 

Edith was talking more naturally. 
The influence which her strong 
determination had cast about her 
was gradually wearing away. The 
mental misery she had endured 
while communing with herself be- 
fore his arrival was forgotten. 

Harry hesitated a moment before 
answering her last question. 

**Now, would you refuse, if I 
should ask you to do this for me ? " 
she asked, noticing his hesitation. 
"Would you?" pleadingly, as he 
still hesitated. 

*' Refuse you! I could refuse 
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you nothing ! " he answered slowly, 
biting his lips and turning his eyes 
from her. 

** She realized how powerless he 
was in her hands — how his will 
could, if she chose, be moulded to 
her own. This fact, so clearly 
emphasized, caused strange, pleas- 
urable emotions to stir her senses. 
She was leading him to the very 
subject she desired to avoid, so she 
changed the current of the conver- 
sation by abruptly saying : 

" Did the reporters ever discover 
chat terrible man who thrashed 
those toughs ? " she asked, laughing 
musically. 

"I think not," answered he, 
smiling. ''At least, if they did I 
never heard of it." 

They drifted from one unimport* 
ant subject to another. Her reso« 
lution to treat him coldly was 
forgotten. She was oblivious to 
everything except the pleasure his 
presence gave her. Happiness 
shone from her eyes. Her counte* 
nance was wrealiied in smiles at 
the least occasion for their appear* 
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ance. And such smiles! They 
affected Harry strangely — thrilled 
him at times almost to intoxication— 
his every nerve tingling from their 
seductive effects. 

She was innocent of any inten- 
tion to fascinate him, though, 
when in his presence, all the dor- 
mant strength of her regards 
was awakened, and was often mani« 
fested, for an instant only, in her 
beautiful, soulful eyes, or in a 
bright smile that more clearly told 

the storv. 
iidith was discussing a friend 

who was very dear to her. She 

took a large photograph album and 

came over near Harry. 

^'Now, this is my aunt," said 
Edith, after turning several 
pages. 

Harry scarcely saw the photo- 
graphs. For brief moments as she 
was explaining some particular 
characteristics of those whose pho- 
tographs they were viewing he 
would look up into the beautiful 
face so near. 



272 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



When she called his attention to 
the likeness of her aunt on the 
opposite pag^e, he saw one of Edith 
herself, and he reached out and 
took the album from her. 

" Pardon me for not offering to 
hold this before," he said as he 
relieved her of the book. 

"You say this is your aunt?" 
inquired he. 

"Yes; isn't she a handsome old 
lady?" 

"Yes, she is. But this young 
lady on the other page is-*-—" 
hesitating and gazing smilingly up 
at Edith. 

"Ugly and mean/' added she 
returning his smile. 

"No, no!" he added hastily. 
"Sublimely beautiful," in tones 
of unmistakable tenderness, still 
gazing up at her. 

" Please don't talk so, Mr. Moore. 
You know I hate compliments," she 
said, turning away. 

* If it displeases you I will refrain 
in the future, if forgiven this time," 
returned he. 
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" You are forgiven." 

The words were uttered so gently 
in a low, soft voice, that they 
contrasted strangely with her for- 
mer tones. 

He turned his attention to the 
Dhotograph again. 

"How are these photographs 
inserted?" asked he suddenly, 
examining the album to find means 
of removing Edith's likeness. 

" Never mind— that should not 
interest you/' answered she, divin- 
ing his object immediately. 

"Fm merely curious to know. 
This album seems so odd/ said 
Harry, beginning to remove her 
photograph. 

" Does it ? " laughing and grasp- 
ing his wrist with her strong, 
shapely hand. 

The strength in her hand sur- 
prised him. 

** How did you acquire so much 
strength ? " in tones of amazement, 
as he felt her fingers tightly clasp 
his wrist. 

*You must not take that," she 
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said) laughing, without answering 
his question. 

" Please let me have it ? " in soft, 
pleading tones, leaning back in his 
chair, without resistance. 

''I cannot. It isn't mine. It 
belongs to Helen." 

"You can present her with an- 
other, can't you ? " 

"Yes; and I can present you 
with another, too, could I not ? " she 
asked, raising her eyes and smiling. 

•* Yes ; but will you ? " 

'*Ycs." 

"All right," said he, releasing the 
photograph and grasping her hand 
instead. 

She endeavored to withdraw it, 
but realizing his strength, ceased 
to resist. 

"You held me prisoner. Now, 
you're my prisoner," said he, gayly, 
laying back in his chair, gazing at 
her and laughing softly. 

"For how long?" asked she 
smiling.* 

"As long as you are a willing 
prisoner." 
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** I am not a willing prisoner.'* 

" Shall I free you, then ? " 

*< Yes, •'nodding. 

** Your term of imprisonment has 
expired," releasing her hand. *' But 
may I not escort you to the piano ? " 
asked he» rising, laying the album 
on the table and laughingly placing 
her arm within his. 

" What for ?" asked she, slightly 
resisting. 

" To sing to me, of course," said 
he, playfully. 

" What song shall I sing," asked 
she, as she turned on the piano 
stool. 

*• The song you like best," gazing 
down at her admiringly. 

She sang a simple, pathetic love 
song from memory. 

Standing near where her sublime 
beauty could be most effectively 
seen, he listened as though in a 
dream. The music carried him 
away into the grandeur of a terres- 
tial heaven. Her full, clear, musical 
tones stirred his soul with weird 
delight 
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As she finished and turned to- 
wards him there was a suspicion of 
tears in his eyes, and his voice was 
a trifle tremulous as he said : 

" Such a sad song, Miss Edith." 
• " Yes, it always makes me feel so 
to sing it" 

*' Now, sing something to dissi- 
pate the gloom you have cast about 
me. I feel as though I had lost all 
my friends," said Harry, smiling 
faintly. 

" Let me see," said she, turning 
toward the piano ; " try this one," 
and beginning an accompaniment. 

Harry seated himself near Edith 
as she sang, and for a moment only 
closed his eyes. Her beauty 
dazzled him. Only when she was 
singing could he study her exquis- 
ite proportions and her fine, strong 
profile. He opened his eyes again. 
He scarcely heard her song. He 
was studying the beautiful curves 
of her throat ; the luxuriant masses 
of her dark brown hair, so artistic- 
ally arranged ; her finely-rounded 
arms ; the rich color of her oval 
cheeks. How he longed to tell her 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



that he loved her; that he wor- 
shipped her ; that she was, in his 
eyes, the best, the most beautiful, 
the most lovable of all women. But 
he stifled his desire, and listened 
more attentively to the last verse of 
the song. This consisted of a 
peculiar combination of familiar 
witticisms that were laughable, and 
a broad smile lighted his handsome 
face as the meaning became clear. 

He was still smiling as she turned 
towards him. 

" Allow me to compliment you on 
your choice. That was excellent." 

"You liked it then?" 

"Yes, I did," said he truthfully, 
for he was pleased with that which 
he understood. " It was pretty and 
humorous.'' 

** Now, you are expected to enter- 
tain me with a song," said Edith as 
she left the piano. 

" Don't insist now. I do not feel 
in the humor," he said, smiling at 
her. 

** That is hardly a reasonable ex- 
cuse," returning his smile. 

" Do you intend to leave Satur- 
day ?" asked Harry unexpectedly. 
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" Yes ; I have everything arranged 
to go then." 

'•Are you visiting here again 
soon ? •' 

**I do not expect to for some 
time." 

"How long is some time?" he 
asked, smiling faintly. 

"Probably one or two years." 

He rose, without a word, went 
over to a chair near her. She seemed 
surprised at his abrupt actions. 

" Have I offended you by chang- 
ing my seat ? I will go back," said 
he, rising. 

" No ; stay where you are. That 
chair is not so appropriate for in- 
dolence though/' she said, smiling 
faintly. 

He did not notice her attempt at 
humor. 

** So you may not return for one 
or two years ?" said he, staring into 
nothingness. 

" No ; I'm positive that I won't." 

** Will I ever see you again after 
to-night ? " gazing at her strangely. 
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" I do not know/' looking away 
and playing with her fan. 

/'You know. Miss Edith, why I 
am so much interested in you — 
why I have asked you these ques- 
tions/' said he, gazing at her with 
his soul in his eyes, while his voice 
quivered slightly. 

"Whyshouldlknow?" 

"Why should you know/' repeated 
he, moving near her, and compelling 
her for a moment to look into his 
qres, while he clasped her hand 
softly within his own. 

She was silent for a moment, 
looking away. She was trembling 
Slightly, her breath coming irregu- 
larly, while her lips were tremulous. 

For that one exquisite moment, 
sitting there so near, with her hand 
within his, he thought the battle 
was won. It made him tremble 
with joy. He felt as though he had 
been transferred to another world 
— a glorious, happy world of con- 
tentment and infinite joy. He was 
about to murmur in loving tones 
how dear she was to him, when her 



280 _ Digitized by Google 



expression changed. She slowly 
disengaged her hand. A wild, 
hunted look came into her eyes. 
She rose suddenly, turning upon 
him almost fiercely. 

** Oh, why do you torture me ! ** 
she cried, then pressing her hands 
over her eyes, she turned and 
started towards the door. 

He was amazed at her sudden 
burst of feeling and was for a mo* 
ment struck dumb. 

** What ! torture you ? " he said, 
coming up behind her. I torture 
you ? My God ! Miss Edith, I 
would cut off my right hand rather 
than cause you pain,*' said he io 
tones of anguish. 

She had her hand on the door 
knob. There came a sudden reac* 
tion. 

Why did she blame him? she 
asked herself. The fault was all her 
own. She had no right to be so 
unjust. 

As she stood by the door, he 
placed his hand on her shoulder 
and turned her until she faced him. 
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She saw there was tears in his eyesj 
and realized that she had caused 
them. 

"Mr. Moore/' she said in unsteady 
tones, looking down at the floor, " I 
blamed you unjustly. Forgive me 
for my harsh words. 

** Forgive you ! " he repeated, in 
soft, loving tones. ** You know how 
much I love you. You know that I 
worship you with a blind, mad 
worship. Why ask me to forgive ? 
You know that I would forgive you 
anything," gazing at her with love- 
lighted eyes. 

She stood there at the door, play- 
ing with a pin clasped at her throat. 
As he uttered the last words, her 
cheeks flushed. He moved near her, 
clasped the disengaged hand, and 
twining his fingers within hers. 

* You know I love you," compell- 
ing her to look into his eyes. 

** Love you ! " continued he in 
tender tones. " You always knew I 
loved you. My eyes told you many 
times that I worshipped you be- 
yond words," with quivering voice. 
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She remained silent. She was 
struggling with herself. Her every 
nerve was filled with inexpressible 
delight. Had she followed her 
desire, she would have thrown her 
arms around his neck. 

She had felt attracted to him be- 
fore, but had not calculated upon 
this overpowering influence. He 
seemed to magnetize her very 
senses, affecting her like strong wine. 

She was trembling with sup- 
pressed emotion, as she stood there 
so near, so deliciously near him. 
Her sweet, warm breath was playing 
upon his cheek, her face was 
flushed, while her eyes were cast 
down and still wet from her tears. 
Slowly, unconsciously his lips came 
nearer to hers. Nearer, nearer — 
they met in warm, delightful con- . 
tact. 

He passed his arm around her 
waist. This awakened her to full 
consciousness of her actions. She 
was breaking her vow. She was 
following the very course that she 
had determined to avoid. By a 
great effort of her will« she disen- 
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gaged herself, drew away from hiniy 
and crossed to another part of the 
room. 

He started to follow her. 

•*No ; keep away from me," she said 
vehemently, covering her face with 
her hands, as she sank into a chair. , 

He stood there watching her, 
with a dull misery in his eyes. Was 
she struggling against a love for 
him, or was it something else ? he 
asked himself. 

He moved nearer to her. 

** Miss Edith, you are unhappy ? 
Have I caused it?*' he asked in 
husky tones. 

She was silent for a moment. 

" Yes, you have," she finally said. 
" You have caused it all. Yom have 
almost made me break my vows — 
made my determination seem as 
nothing." 

''If anything I have done ha« 
made you unhappy, I ask your 
forgiveness. You know that I love 
you so, that I would make any 
sacrifice for the privilege of winning 
you for my wife. I have loved you 
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from the first moment I saw you. 
Please don't be angry with me," in 
pleading tones. 

" I will never be your wife ! " she 
said vehemently, as though making 
a sudden resolution, gazing at him 
with flashing eyes through her 
tears. ** I told you once that there 
should never be anything between 
us, and I meant it You promised 
me only a few days ago that you 
would not annoy me again, and this 
is how you keep your word," in 
tones of annoyance. 

She was angry with herself for 
her weakness as she termed it, and 
her irritation at him increased be- 
cause of it. 

Her words struck Harry dumb. 
For a moment he was angry and 
was about to leave her. Suddenly 
her words "Will never be your 
wife " came to him. He turned pale. 
Did she mean it, he asked himself, 
looking over towards her. 

Her face was covered with her 
hands. He bent over her, standing 
quite near. 
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''Miss Edith, am I to blame 
because I love you — ^because the 
thought of losing you makes me so 
unbearably miserable." His voice 
was quivering and husky with sup- 
pressed emotion, but it became 
clearer and calmer as he pro^ 
gressed. 

" Ever since I first saw you, only 
a few weeks ago, I have loved you 
with a growing affection* Now it 
consumes my whole being. With- 
out you, life will be darkness — ^void 
of even the possibility of happi- 
ness. With you, it would be a 
heaven I never dreamed of reaching. 
I will do anything — I will sacrifice 
anything — for your love. Don't 
refuse me ! Don't blot out every ray 
of happiness. I wish to do right, 
but my love for you at times has 
overpowered me, has unmanned 
me, and caused me to act like a 
child. Remember, I will accept 
any conditions you may name — if 
you love me ! " 

He paused a moment. She looked 
up and saw that she was torturing 
him. In his eyes was a miserable, 
pleading light. 
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" Don't you love me," he asked, 
gazing down into her cleari tearful 
eyes, as she removed her hands a 
moment to glance at him. 

She again hid her face without 
answering. 

She felt that her resolutions were 
crumbling. She was being drawn 
towards him with unresistable 
power. She realized to repel him 
much longer would be impossible. 

*' But my great cause. Am I to 
let that go ? " she would ask herself 
when the desire to cease her resist* 
ance became too strong. 

He was leaning over her, silently, 
awaiting an answer. He placed his 
hand upon her bent head, tenderly 
caressing her luxuriant hair. 

"Please answer me," he softly 
pleaded. 

She put up her hand to remove 
his, and then rose and started 
towards the door without looking 
his way. 

Harry caught her arm* 

"Where are you going?" he 
asked. 
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" Please let me go/' she pleaded, 
still avoiding his glance. 

•* Do you wish to leave me for- 
ever?** 

"Yes." 

By an effort he controlled his 
voice, though his eyes welled with 
tears. 

*• My God, you don't mean that !** 
he murmured in tremulous tones. 

She turned further away from 
him and did not answer. 

''Tell me that you don't mean 
it/' in a choking voice. 

He turned her round and forced 
her to look into his eyes. Her eyes 
told a different tale, and he passed 
his arm around her. She struggled 
slightly to free herself, and he re- 
leased her, but caught her again 
as she neared the door. 

"You do love me — I know you 
do. Your eyes tell me so," in soft, 
tender tones, every word being a 
earess. 

He entwined his arms around her. 

" Please let me go, Mr. Moore," 
in tones that conveyed the opposite 
meaning. 

" Let you go," he said tei^jiirJy^oogle 
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** I cannot ; you're my life^ my 
love, my very existence," kissing 
her flushed cheeks, again, again and 
again. 

She saw it was useless. She 
could struggle against this g^eat 
love no longer. It carried her away 
with its overpowering momentum. 

The bewildering ecstacy of that 
moment engulfed their senses. 

She looked up into his eyes and 
read the worshipful love tnat shone 
from their brilliant depths. 

Slowly she came nearer, nearer 
nearer. Their lips met as he 
clasped her in his strong embrace. 
No words were spoken. None were 
needed. 

It was nearly two hours later 
when Harry came out into the hall, 
followed by Edith. 

** Now, do not forget — you have 
promised to marry me in one 
month. I wish it were one day in- 
stead," said Harry, pressinjf the 
hand he held. 
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" You impatient boy ! It should 
have been six months, but I cannot 
cope with your persuasive powers." 

With his arms around her waist, 
he kissed her tenderly, reverently, 
then held her away and surveyed 
her in brilliant light. 

" You beautiful creature ! I 
don't deserve such happiness," he 
said, biting his lips and placing his 
hands on the staircase for sup- 
port. 

" Don't you ? " coming nearer 
and kissing him impulsively, then 
asking in whispered tones : " Ho^ 
about me, dear ? Am I not happy? 
Oh, so happy ! " kissing him. 

"I have made you lose your 
beauty sleep to-night, dear," said 
he, gazing into her beautiful eyes, 
with a caressing light in bis own. 
" I have made an attempt to go so 
many times, but this must be my 
final effort," smiling. 

** No, no ! you need not hurry," 
answered she. 

" Do you see this ? " still smiling^ 
holding his watch open before her. 




the hands pointing to an hour after 
midnight. 

" 'Tis late, isn't it ! How time 
does fly — sometimes," looking at 
him archly. 

"True. It does on some occa- 
sions. But this will be my last 
good-night kiss," interlacing her 
fingers within his own. 

" How many times have I kissed 
you good night within the last 
hour ? " asked he, smiling mischiev- 
ously, hesitating as he neared her 
lips. 

** This will be the second time," 
said she, smiling. 

" Ninety-second, you mean." 

** Ninety - second ? Why, you 
mean thing. I will not kiss you 
again, now," drawing away. 

" You won't ? " locking his hands 
around her waist, and slowly bend- 
ing towards her as she drew away. 
She slipped and would have fallen, 
but he caught and raised her in his 
arms like a child and laughingly 
held her as he touched her lips 
again and again. 
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. He dropped her gently, and while 
gazing at her with adoration in his . 
eyes, went out the door, returning 
her whispered " Good-night." 



Why go further? There is 
enough darkness and sadness in 
the world. Let each story end at 
life's brightest and happiest mo- 
ments. 

This story is founded on fact. It 
was written in the extravagant 
enthusiasm and idealism of extreme 
youth, though when the reader 
realizes that physical culture 
brought the author from the weak- 
ness, emaciation and hopelessness 
of a consumptive to that condition 
of superb health necessary. in a 
successful athlete, and has kept him 
in that condition now for nearly 
fifteen years, he may excuse the 
efforts made in this novel to enthuse 
others to strive for similar rewards. ^^ 

The End. 
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